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We're Losing Him 


Author's Notes: 

So | thought | might take a stab at some Duzzy.. 
We're Losing Him 

Duff's POV 


Every band has that one member that makes shit come together. We were no exception to this rule. It was no 
mystery to me who it was for us. Axl would tell you it was himself. Slash would do the same. But | knew it 


was neither of them. It was Izzy. 

Izzy was the one that tied everyone's ideas together. It was Izzy who lay the fundamental ground work. It was 
Izzy who breathed life into this band. It was Izzy that we needed to make this shit work. He was the only one 
who knew how to deal with Axl. 


But we were losing him. Every time | see him | can see how badly he want's to leave. Its like the life has just 


drained from his eyes. The smile has gone from his face. He hates the hype of being in the worlds largest 
band. He hates Axl's dictator like rule. He hates the way Slash and Axl butt heads. He hates the egos. He hates 
the drugs. 


l'm not unsympathetic. | get it, | do. But I'm so fucking scared of losing him. | care about him. Probably far 
more than | should. Izzy holds my heart. He always has. | would do anything to get him to stay. 


Izzy just got married though. Izzy's not gay either. Nor does he know | am. Or that | am madly in fucking love 
with him. That's shit Izzy would just never go for. Under it all Izzy had morals. Having a gay fling, cheating on 


his new wife, those are two things Izzy would never do. 

Lately Izzy has been distancing himself from us. He no longer travels with us. He takes a fucking bus while we 
fly. Half the time he beats us to the gigs. Plus half the time Axl shows up late, if he shows at all. Izzy won't 
even stay in the same hotel as us. 

He says it's too hard for him to stay sober when all of us are so fucked up all the time. | respect him for 
wanting to be clean. But a bigger,more selfish part of me just wants him back the way he was. When he was 
high it was easier for him to just ride the waves. Sobriety was slowly taking him away from us. From me. 

| step out of the elevator at the studio. Tonight we are trying to lay some fucking tracks, that is if everyone 
shows up. When | walk in | see Slash in the sound booth and the tape is rolling. Izzy's at the mixer board. He 
slowly drags off his cigarette and stares off into space. He hasn't even noticed I'm here. 

| clear my throat and this gets his attention He glances up at me with smoke billowing from his mouth. 

"Hey Iz," | smile. 

He only sighs and looks away. | know its because I'm drunk A few months back this doctor had told me to stop 
drinking. It was swelling my pancreas or some shit. | don't even know what a fucking pancreas does. But fuck it. 


It beat the hell out of dealing with panic attacks. 


"Slash is shredding tonight," | say making small talk. | reach forward to ash my cigarette and knock Izzy's TUp 
onto the floor. 


Izzy runs his hand through his hair with a sigh. 
‘Sorry lz" 


He slightly nods and inhales deeply from his cigarette. Before | can say anything else we hear Axl screaming in 


the hallway. Sounds like he's fighting with some bitch. 


Izzy glances over his shoulder to the commotion. His eyebrows are scrunched slightly. He looks like he would 


rather be anywhere but here. The door flies open as Axl comes storming through. The chick he's fighting with 


was right beside him. | hear Slash stop playing. 

The chick with Axl quickly grabs him and shoves her hand in his pocket and pulls out what | assume is coke. 
Axl quickly grabs it and a tussle begins right in the middle of all the mixer boards. Somehow the baggie breaks 
and the white powder puffs into the air and sprinkles down on everything. Axl back hands the girl and she falls 
over on Izzy whose black jeans have coke all over them. 

Izzy slides out from under the girl and bolts out of the room. 

"Izzy wait," | call out and rush after him. He's already halfway to the elevator. 

"tim fucking out of here," he says in that nonchalant way of his. 

"But we need you man" 

He steps into the elevator. The doors shut. And he's gone. | sigh and return to the sound booth. 

"Where the fuck is Izzy?" Axl snaps. 

"He left," | sigh. 


‘Oh yeah..fuck it then, I'm going home!" And away he went. 


| look to Slash through the glass. He's leaning against the wall drinking and shaking his head. | look around at the 


powdered console and shrug. 


Izzy's Hotel 


Izzy's Hotel 
After recording | hopped in a limo and went to Izzy's Hotel. When the limo pulled up | could tell it was Izzy's 
hotel. There was a group of kids with the normal GNR banners. However they were far more peaceful than the 


fans at our hotel. Did Izzy fucking feed them Quaaludes or something? 


| walk up to the front desk with a cigarette dangling from my lip. "Izzy's room," | say and sit my bottle of 
Vodka on the counter while | search my pockets for a lighter. 


"There's no smoking in the lobby sir," The man says to me with an upturned nose. "Nor is there an.lzzy..at this 
establishment." 


| smirk and pull the cigarette from my lips. "How ‘bout an Isbell?" 

"Sir, Mr. Isbell is to not be disturbed." 

| roll my eyes. "Spill it man.tell me what room or I'll jump over the counter and find out for myself." 

"Mr. Isbell specifically.." 

The guy shut up as my long legs came over the counter. | guess he actually doubted me. "Lets see.."! say 
typing Izzy's name into the computer. "Penthouse huh?" | smirk. | pull a hundred from my pocket and toss it to 
the guy as | proceed to the elevator. 


"Sir..you forgot your drink." 


| go back and grab the bottle as | light my cigarette in spite of him. | get in the elevator and go to the top 


floor. Two of our keepers are there when the door opens. 

"Duff," one smiles, "Its late, you should go back to your hotel." 

| wanna talk to Izzy," | say blowing smoke. 

"He's asleep," the other informs me. 

| practically ignore them and go over to the door. "Izzy! Hey Iz!" | call out as | pound on his door. 
Eventually the door cracks open and | see his sleepy eyes squinting at the light. "Duff? Everything ok?" 


"Yeah sure, just making sure you're ok" 


| hear him sigh. "Man its three o'clock in the morning.” 

"Yeah..um...." 

"Duff you're drunk," he says resting his head on the edge of the door! can see the disappointment on his face. 
Well of course | was drunk When the fuck was | not? | hold my bottle out to him. "Nightcap?" 


| hear him sigh once more and try not to look at the bottle. "I! can't. You should go back to your hotel and get 


some sleep." 

"Yeah, sure.| just wanted to make sure you were ok" 

"Why wouldn't | be?" he shrugs. 

"Well you hightailed it out of the studio so fast.um can | come in?" 
‘It's late," he softly shakes his head. 

"Your wife in there?" | question. 

He just nods at me. | can see him growing frustrated with me. 
"Sure you don't want a drink? You look like you could use one bro." 
"Duff.l'm fine. Go to bed. Goodnight” He slowly closes his door. 


"Yeah," | sigh, "Night Iz" 


A Show At The Show 


A Show At The Show 

Chicago. Huge fucking crowd. Groupies out the yin yang. Booze and dope running like water. Typical GNR show. 
Once more, Axl's late. Not a big shock. Fuck we basically expect it. In these times we just hang out and kill time 
until Axl shows. 

Sometimes killing time consists of getting laid. Other times it's harassing the roadies and shit. | walk into our 
green room to find the guys drinking and snorting. | see Izzy in the corner, head propped on his hand, smoking. 


He looks so fucking bored. Tired perhaps. 


"Hey Iz," Slash drunkenly laughs, "Want a line?" He smiles holding up a rolled bill. "Oh wait, | forgot, you quit you 
fucking narc." 


Izzy just looks down at the floor and continues smoking his cigarette. His discomfort is quite easy to read when 
you know Izzy the way | do. | walk over to him and sit next to him. | see him shift his weight in the opposite 
direction of me. 

"What's up man?" 

"Waiting on Axl," he says softly with that Izzyness. 


"Wanna go hang out with the opening act?" | ask and chug from my bottle. 


Izzy watches the bottle in my hand and shakes his head no. "We need songs we can do without Axl when he 


does this shit." 
"What do you mean?" | ask 


"Songs you and me could sing. You know, until Axl decides to show up. It would keep the crowds from going all 


St. Louis and shit" 

"Or we could kick his ass," | smirk. 

"Yeah that'll work, just like it has every other time we tried huh?" He says and shifts in his seat again. 
"Well at least the fans wait," | shrug and take a drink. 

"Do you honestly think they'll keep doing?" He huffs. "I'm so fucking sick of this shit" 


"Well it beats working at McDonalds, right?" | smile. 


Izzy rolls his eyes. 
"tll be ok man. He'll show up soon" 


Right about that time Axl comes in in this outrageously ridiculous black fur coat. He looks right at Izzy. He 


wastes no time and starts right in on him. 

"Oh, decide to show up for this huh?" Axl snaps at him. 

"Likewise huh?" Izzy snaps right back and exhales smoke. 

"At least the fucker shows up to shows on fucking time," Drunk Slash retorts. 

"You better step it up Izzy," Axl points at him. "You're replaceable motherfucker!" 

Izzy just cocks a cool head and stares at him. Izzy knows silence is sometimes the best means to fight Axl 
with. And it worked. Axl went off to his dressing room to hopefully get ready. Even still it was going to be like 
a fucking hour before he's ready to go onstage. 

We finally get out there and the crowd is almost manic. | glance over at Izzy. His playing has improved since he 
got sober. But he never looks like he's having any fun at shows. Except when Axl calls him up to sing. Then he 


gets a shy smile until he begins playing. 


Tonight our playing is sort of all over the place. Slash screws up a few times. Myself as well. Izzy never 


messes up but he gives me looks every time | do. 


Around the fifth song the world starts to spin. | keep playing. | start getting really hot. Then before | know it | 
just fall to the stage floor. I'm half in and half out of consciousness. | look up at Izzy who is just looking around 


like ‘Ils anybody gonna check on Duff?. 


| manage to pull myself up and continue playing. Izzy seems to keep a watchful eye on me for the rest of the 


show. I'm not complaining. | like it when Izzy watches me. 


Band Meeting 


Band Meeting 


So Axl called a band meeting for some fucked up reason or another. Naturally he was late. When he finally 
showed he shows up with a stack of papers in his hand. He sits them on a table and looks up at us. 


‘| want you guys to sign over the rights to the name Guns N Roses," he says flatly. 


"What?" Slash asks jumping up. "Thats fucking bullshit! | came up with the Guns part! You came up with Roses, 
whoopty fucking shit man!" 


‘Its fucking simple," Axl calmly says, "Sign it or the band is history." 


| glance at Izzy wondering if he's going to say anything. He's looking at Axl with this really confused look on his 
face. | turn up my Vodka bottle. 


"Fuck you Axl!" Slash yells, "Its our band, all of us! Now you want us to sign over the fucking name to you?! | 
know you're fucking crazy but you can't do this shit!" 


"Yes | canl" Axl snaps, "Like any of you give a fuck about this band anymore! Your playing fucking proves that!" 
"At least we can show up to the fucking shows to play," | throw in 

"And what a fine job you do from the stage floor Duff" he sneers at me. 

| start to go for his goddamn throat but | feel Izzy's hand on my arm stopping me. Axl looks to Izzy. 

"What l2? Nothing to say?" Axl tilts his head and looks at him. 

Izzy just stares 


"Typical Izzy. You have more right to bitch than either of these drunk fucks..but no, you just stand there like 


a fucking statue! When did you become such a pussy?" 

Now the right thing for me to do is to grab Izzy as he breezes past me. But | don't. Call it delayed reaction if 
you like. But | know Izzy. If anyone is going to put Axl in his place it's fucking Izzy. Izzy wraps both his hands 
around Axl's throat and bends him over backwards on the table that he's sitting on 


"Fucking kick his ass Izzy!" Slash laughs as he cheers Izzy on 


| myself can't help but smile. 


"Who the fuck died and made you God allfucking mighty?!" Izzy yells at him. 
Its my band!" Axl yells as he tries to break away Izzy's hands. 
"Our band motherfucker! Our!" 


"What the fuck do you even contribute?! You won't do fucking interviews. You won't take pictures. You won't 
travel with us. You won't sleep in the same hotel. Fuck you, half the time you don't even come into the studio!" 


"And you do?ll" Izzy struggles with him. "| was the motherfucker who told you you were a goddamn singer! l'm 
the one who helped you get your feet wet in LA! I'm the one who was there every fucking day with you 
looking for other guys to play with!" 


"Yeah! You're also the smacked out junkie who kept us from getting a manager for a fucking year!" 

Then Izzy's fist rares back and comes crashing down on Axl's jaw. Axl is undazed and quite pissed off. He 
somehow gets both of his feet up and kicks Izzy like a fucking horse in the chest. Izzy flies backwards and is 
stopped by a wall. 

He stands there somewhat dazed as Axl sits up and rubs at his throat with a cough. If Izzy's eyes were 
daggers Axl would be dead. | keep expecting him to say something. To maybe go for Axl's jugular again 


However Izzy just stands paralyzed. Everyone in the room is. 


Finally | see Izzy's gaze fall to the floor. All eyes are on him. He takes a deep breath and makes his way back 
to the table. He grabs the pages next to Axl. He looks to Axl with a spiteful smirk. "Got a pen?" 


Axl smirks back and hands one to him. Izzy flips to the back, scribbles his name, then throws the pages in 


Axl's face. 


"Fuck you," he says softly and leaves the room. 


Tour Bus Confessions 


Tour Bus Confessions 
| went to Izzy's bus to talk to him before he left. As | walk along side of his bus | hear voices talking. | look up 
and see smoke billowing out a window. | stay close to the bus so no one on it can see me here. As | reep closer 


I'm able to distinguish the voices. Its Axl and Izzy. 


"Axl," Izzy sighs, "If you keep doing shit like this they're going to hate you. And they'll leave, do you want 
that?" 


"You know what | want Iz," Axl replies. 

"You want something you can't have." 

"With enough money you can buy anything lz. Anybody." 

"What if you can't?" | hear Izzy ask. 

"Then I'll buy the next motherfucker." 

"Is all this to punish me Axl? Because if it is its not fair to the guys." 
| wonder what reason Axl has to punish Izzy. Me and Slash made way more sense. 
"Don't flatter yourself," Axl coldly replies. 

"Why? It's what you do. Its what you always do to me." 

"What reason would | have to punish you lz?" 

"Oh gee, | don't know..maybe the fact that | keep refusing to fuck you?" 
Oh. My. God! Did | just hear that shit right? 

"Conceited much there darlin?" 


"Well what the fuck am | supposed to think when you show up at my hotel room last night fucking begging for 
it?" 


"I came there to apologize to you." 


"Oh so fucking comes with your apologies?" 

"Ill never understand why you fight it so hard." 

"What?" Izzy sighs. 

"Loving me." Axl answers. 

| don't love you like THAT” 

"You used to." 

"Yeah | used to shoot up and jerk off to the fucking Sears Roebuck too. Times change. People change." 
"People don't change shit but their clothes lz" 

"Axl," Izzy pauses, "You can't blackmail someone into your fucking bed" 

"Really? So you're telling me your fucking groupie wife didn't blackmail you into marriage?" 

"She was pregnant Axl. And don't fucking call her a goddamn groupie." 

"Yeah, so she says..come on do you really buy that shit? You're Izzy Stradlin, all she sees is that" 
"You don't know her, so shut up." 

"Who'd want to know her? Fuck her!" 

"That's my wife man," Izzy says softly. 

"For now." 

"My love life is none of your business." 

"Sure," Axl huffs, "just like you aren't my business anymore huh?" 

"Axl it was almost I5 fucking years ago. It was a fucking mistake then and it would be a mistake now. 
"And what was such a mistake? The fact that we fucked? Or the fact that we fucked more than once?" 
"All of it," Izzy sighs. "It's not my thing, It never was." 


"Your dick got hard and you come didn't it?" 


| was a fucking kid. | was stupid. And you were so goddamn overbearing.’ 

"Oh what? You gonna play rape victim now?" 

| can hear Izzy sigh. "No." 

"You told me you loved me back then. Then you come to LA and turn over some new leaf.girls only.” 
"Because that's what feels right.” 

"Yeah right.” 

‘I'm not gay Axl." 

"Me neither." 

Izzy chuckles, "Oh of course not..'m not gay but please please Izzy fuck me'," Izzy mocks. 

"I think you're just mad because you do want to fuck me. You want me and you're too chicken shit to admit it" 
"How do you fucking sleep at night?" 

"Fucking Ambien.what about you l2?" 

"Axl | don't want to fight with you." 

"Then quit telling me you don't love me." 

"| don't.” 


"You know what Iz.! don't want you to. Fuck you. Fuck your wife. Fuck your family. Fuck your feelings. | wish | 


could find out how to make you fucking mad. | like it better when you show some fucking emotion" 
"Emotions just cause pain. You can't hurt me anymore Axl" 


"Oh yeah, we'll see about that!" Axl snaps. | can hear him storming down the aisle. | quickly turn and rush off 
the other way. l'm fucking floored by their conversation. And somehow, strangely hopeful. 


The Stow Away 


The Stow Away 

My fucking ears couldn't believe what they had just heard. Izzy and Axl had slept together? This was fucking 
great! This means | go from having ‘hell no' chances to having ‘maybe' chances. Izzy had obviously been open 
to the idea before. | mean fuck, Izzy had been with a dude and | hadn't. This was fucking great: 

| waited a few minutes after Axl left to go to Izzy's bus. | climb aboard and see Izzy sitting with his guitar in 
his lap. This is a sight | haven't seen in a long time. He's staring out the window at a brick wall with a slightly 
furrowed expression. | know Izzy, he's thinking about what he and Axl just talked about. And then | see it. One 
lonely tear drop falls onto his cheek. He wipes it away and sees me standing there. 

"Hey," | smile at his and tip my bottle. "Everything ok?" 

He looks down at his guitar and nods. 

"So me and Slash signed that shit.only way to keep this thing going, ya know?" 

He nods and just stares at his guitar. 

"So where's the Mrs?" | ask and plop down. 

Izzy glances at me. "Playing Dr. Mario in the back," he rolls his eyes and feigns a grin 

"So how is married life?" | ask and take a drink. 

His gaze fixes on the bottle in my hand. If | didn't know any better | would think he wanted a drink. "It's good." 
His answer shows no signs of happiness. "So what are you doing here Duff? My bus has to leave in a 


minute..so.." 


"I just thought | might see how the other half lives," | smile and take a drink His eyes are still fixating on my 
Vodka bottle. "Drink?" | cordially offer. 


His eyes pop up to mine. "No," he shakes his head, "I can't. Um.l've gotta go Duff." 
It's cool, not like we aren't going to the same place, right?" 
He looks at me a bit perplexed as to why would | want to ride with him. Then his eyes fall on my bottle again 


"This a problem?" | ask him looking at my bottle. 


He just glances down at his guitar and nods. 


"My bad man, I'll get rid of it," | say and down the rest. | then chunk the empty bottle out the window. It hits 
the brick wall and shatters. 


"Jesus Duff," Izzy sighs and shakes his head. 

"So Iz," | say getting comfortable. "How far is it to wherever we're going?" 

"Um..four hours | think," he softly replies. He then looks to the driver and gives him the ok to leave. 
The bus starts. 

"l2?" 

"Yeah," he sighs and looks up at me. 

"Why did you sign that thing?" 

He shrugged and thought a moment. "I guess..because | just don't care anymore." 
"Don't care?" 

He nods softly. "Duff. just can't keep doing this. You don't know what it's like for me." 
"Well tell me then” 

"You probably wouldn't understand." 

"Try me 


He sighs and glances at me before returning his gaze out the window as the bus pulled off. Izzy looks like he's 
carrying around the weight of the world. He looks so tired. 


‘Its a lot easier to take all this when you're fucked up. It just lets you float by unaware of anything. And if 
you are you just dismiss it because you don't fucking care. There's always something you can take to stay 
awake or to go to sleep or if you're in pain.Its a total ignorant state of bliss man. Its that spoon full of sugar 
to make the medicine go down, ya know?" 


| just nod. "You're gonna leave aren't you?" 


He just shrugs with a sigh. "I don't know." 


Who Knew 


Who Knew 


So the next day, after talking to Izzy, | went to see Axl. He was in his dressing room, two hours early for a 


change. He seemed spaced out, just staring at his own reflection 
"Axl, | gotta talk to you man," | say from the door. 

"Come in," he says so cordially it's like we're still friends. 
"Man.lzzy's gonna leave." 

"Duff..that's just what Izzy does." 

"What do you mean?" | ask 

‘Izzy tries to run from things that overwhelm him." 

"But man.you're pushing him to it, can't you see that?" 


Axl shakes his head and looks at me. "It's not just me. Its everything. Sobriety has just done things to him. He 
sees how shit really is and he doesn't like it. So naturally his first instinct is to run from it” 


"Well aren't you gonna do shit about it?" | ask. 
"When Izzy makes up his mind on something that's it. Not even | can change his mind." 
"So you're just gonna let him go?" 


Axl looks up at me with what | think is a hurt expression. "You think | want Izzy to go? He's my best friend. He 


gets me when no one else can..You have no clue how much | need Izzy." 
“Then do something." 


"Duff. don't have the power to change the universe for him." | see tears in his eyes. "You don't know how 


badly | wish | could" 


| never knew Axl had a heart until that moment. | didn't even know he could cry. If | didn't know any better | 
would think Axl was in love with him. Like the same as | was in love with him. | really really wanted to hate Axl. 
But in this moment | almost felt sorry for him. 


"| know we're losing him ok," Axl dries his tears, "But | can't stop him." 
"You could try being nicer to him," | offer. 


"At this point it doesn't matter if | send him a dozen chocolates a day with hundred dollar bills pinned to 
them.he's almost made up his mind and there's not a goddamn thing anybody can do about it” 


"So we just stand around and let him leave? No.no we need Izzy. We have to try to." 
"Duff.its too late," he sighs shaking his head, "hes already gone.he just hasnt left yet! 

"Bullshit," 1 hiss, “there's gotta be something to change his mind 

"There's just not.ok?" | see him getting choked up again. “Would you please go now? | want to be alone” 


| just sigh and walk out. When | do | hear glass shattering. | almost turn around and go back, but | don't. Fuck it. 


| need more Vodka 


Opportunity 
Opportunity 


The days lingered on like the smell of mildewed clothes. Our atmosphere was stagnant. Since signing those 
papers for Axl we all felt disposable. Like we had to keep Axl happy or be fired. He was getting more power 
every day. 

| decided to go out alone and drown my sorrows at some shit hole bar in whatever shitty city we were in. | 
didn't know what to do with myself anymore. My world was unraveling. Everything was just falling apart at the 


seams. 


When | walked into the bar | didn't at all in a million years expect to see Izzy there. But there he sat at the 
bar. His head was propped on his hand as he stared blankly at a shot glass. What's this shit? Izzy's drinking? 


| cross the small bar and move closer to him. | see six upturned shot glasses in front of him. His eyes look 


drunk already. 
"Izzy?" 
He turns to look at me. He just sighs. "What are you doing here Duff?" 


"Same as you it looks like," | say sitting on a bar stool next to him and motioning for the bartender. "Thought 


you didn't drown your sorrows anymore" 
"Had a fight with the wife," he shrugs. 

"Wanna talk about it?" | ask 

"No," he shakes his head. "I talked to Steven today." He says changing the subject. 

"How is he?" | ask 

Izzy shrugs, *Lost.betrayed. He says that Slash is back on heroin.is that true?" He questions 
| shrug, ‘Ive suspected it" 

Izzy lightly shakes his head, downs his shot, and signals for another. "I can't believe this shit" 
"You know he'll be ok," | try to dismiss it 


"That's almost too easy for you to say from the bottom of a Vodka bottle Duff," he looks at me like I'm a 


fucking inhuman monster. 

"| didn't mean for it to sound like | don't care." 

"Don't you understand Duff? Anything you guys do from here on out.Axl will use it against you. He's taking 
control of GNR. | mean can't you understand why he had us sign those papers? You didn't sign away rights to 
the name..you basically signed away royalties. Axl can quit this band and take the name with him and start all 
over. He's the voice the fans expect to hear..and the rest of us, it's just like he fucking told me, we're all 
replaceable." 

"He wouldn't do that..." 

Izzy raises his eyebrows and looks me dead in the eye, "Wouldn't he?" 

"You're his best friend Izzy..why would he do that to you?" 

Izzy looks down to his drink and speaks softly, "Because he knows me so fucking well. 

"| don't get it" 

"He knows | want out. He knows if | decide to leave that he won't be able to stop me. So by doing all this he's 
trying to speed up the inevitable. He knows none of this is gonna last. So he's trying to end it so he can start 
all over. And tearing a huge gash and pouring salt on it as little fuck you and so long and last word. He wants 
so much..and | can't seem to explain to him that what he wants is unobtainable." 

"So you're both hard headed?" | ask taking a drink. 

Izzy actually laughs a little. It's been so long since I've heard that laugh | love so much. 

Its nice to see you laugh Iz" 

He just nods. 

"Duff.what | want is obtainable..but not without sacrifice." 


"Sacrifice?" 


He takes a drink and nods. "If | choose the path | know is right its going to create this domino effect. It affects 


everyone..even Ax." 
"Why would it affect Axl?" | ask but | know damn well why. | just wanna see Izzy squirm really. 


But Izzy doesn't squirm. He doesn't falter one bit. "I mean more to Axl than just fellow musician. More than 


just his best friend" He looks at me from the corner of his eye, "I'm part of that unobtainable he wants." 
"W..what do you mean?" 


He glares at me. "Save it Duff.! already know you were outside my bus window the other night when Axl and | 


were talking.” 

My eyebrows shoot up my forehead and my jaw gapes in shock. "How the.. 

"I could smell the Vodka Duff." 

| don't know what the fuck to say. 

‘Its ok Duff.l'd appreciate it if you kept it to yourself though. Don't even let Axl know." 
| nod, "Sure." | get a drink. "So what | heard is all true?" 


Izzy shyly looks away. "Pretty much." He glances at me. "And! guess you want me to tell you all about it 
huh?" 


| play it cool. | go totally Izzy cool on him. | shrug, "If you want." 

He smiles slightly. "No not really..but | feel the need to clarify things for you. | don't want you getting the idea 
we were boyfriends or anything. It really wasn't like that. Axl's view of the world is slightly skewed from a 
larger number of peoples. We were two fucking bottom feeding stoners who were fucking curious and 
horny..that's it. But for Axl its more." 

"He's in love with you?" 

Izzy sighs, "Yeah." He takes a drink. 


"Do you love him?" | ask with a lump n my throat. 


"Very much. Much more than anyone could possibly understand..but not like he wants me to. And he hates 


that. Sometimes he downright hates me because he cant have me." 
"Why do you stick around for his shit then?" 


"All | ever wanted to be was a rock star. | knew Axl had this talent | didn't. But | also had talent he didn't. 


Together our talents made something..you understand?" 


"Then why do you wanna walk away from it?" | question. 


He takes a drink. "To find an obtainable that won't fucking kill me." He takes another drink. "Shitty end of a deal 


for me though.| have to make sacrifices any way you want to look at it” 


Moody 


Moody 


Back in the studio tonight. Just me, Axl, and Izzy. No body knew where the hell Slash was. Matt had gone to 


look for him. Axl was smoking a cigarette and listening to Izzy lay his background vocals. 
He hits the intercom button to Izzy in the booth. "Louder." 


Izzy rolls his eyes and starts over again. Axl crosses his arms and just watches Izzy. Izzy doesn't like to make 


eye contact when he sings. 
Axl leans forward and hits the intercom button again. "You're mumbling." 


Izzy looks a little agitated, but he plays it cool and takes a deep breath as the music starts again. Izzy starts 


singing again. 

Axl shakes his head and presses the button "That's the wrong fucking line. What the fuck are you doing?" 

| see Izzy trying his best to stay calm as he glares at Axl and starts over one more time. 

Again Axl presses the intercom button and | can't tell, for the life of me why. 

"Louder!" 

Izzy's patience is lost. He jerks his headphones off. "Maybe you should fucking do it yourself huh? | mean it is 
your band and all, right I'm..what is it you said.replaceable?" He storms out of the booth and into the sound 
room. "Stop playing fucking games Axl!" 


"Then get the goddamn shit right the first time!" Axl yells getting in his face. 


Izzy breathes and does his best to stay calm. "There was nothing wrong with the first take you dictating 
prick" 


"Oh so now I'm a dictator? Tell me Izzy, what are you being on all those occasions when you tell me what it is 


YOU'RE gonna do?" 
Its not the same," Izzy sighs. 
"And why is that?" Axl demands. 


"Just shut up," Izzy again tries to calm himself with some breathing. 


"No..you fucking explain to me why you're so much goddamn better than me!" Axl again yells in his face. 

"No body said better," Izzy sighs. 

Axl growls and shoves Izzy. "I'm so sick of your fucking shit!" 

Izzy looks down shaking his head, "So sorry | can never seem to live up to your fucking expectations." 

Axl glares at him, "Why are you even still here? Isn't it time for you to do what you do best? Just run away? 
Run away from any shred of responsibility or fucking feeling?! Fucking go! Stop standing around and just fucking 
go! God, it's like having to watch somebody slowly die with cancer or something! | know and you know that 
you're going to run away eventually. So fucking do it already! Just leave me to pick up all the fucking pieces 
alone! Go lz, | don't fucking need you! GO!" 

At this point | feel the need to interject. "Come on guys this is uncalled for." 


Neither of them even seem to notice l'm in the same room as them. 


"What you fail to realize Axl is that you chased me away. You chased me away in Indiana and now you're doing 


it again." 


"I begged you then and you know goddamn well I've begged you this time. But you didn't fucking care then and 
you don't fucking care now!" 


Izzy looks down shaking his head. He holds his hands up calmly. "I cant do this shit anymore." 
"Why? Because Duff is here? Like you didn't know he was outside the window the other night." 
Damn. Had Axl smelled me too? 

"What's the deal Iz? Do | have to profess it to the fucking world? |. LOVE. YOU." 

"Axl, stop it," Izzy sighs. 


"What we had, no matter how many years ago..it was fucking real. It was real and it scares you because you 


run from everything fucking reall You're a goddamn coward Izzy." 
The next thing | know Izzy is knocking Axl to the ground. 
"Would a coward do that!" He yells over him. "You're fucking insane man! You think that just because we had 


sex together when we were..what 14, that it mattered?! Nothing mattered to me except busting a goddamn 
nut! Do you understand me?! That's all the fuck you were to me! An easy fuck! You don't know how goddamn 


bad | wish | never met you or heard that fucking voice! | fucking hate that | need you! | fucking hate that you 
want me so bad you will destroy everything in your way..even me..what you claim to want. Control isn't love 
Axl.and you can't make someone love you." 

Axl lets go with some sobs. "But why Why can't you just fucking love me?" 

Izzy sighs and kneels down next to him. "lm sorry | hit you. Come on.please don't cry." 


"Just leave me alone," Axl shakes his head. 


Izzy sighs. He stands, walks to his guitar, picks it up and leaves the studio. 


Izzy's Whole Truth 


Izzy's Whole Truth 


| followed Izzy from the studio to his car. | slid in his passenger seat before he took off. He gives me an 
exasperated sigh. "Duff.just go.” 


| can't. | need to ask you something that's been bugging me." 

"What?" he shrugs and looks out the window. 

"That night on your bus when | overheard you and Axl." 

"What about it?" He sighs. 

"Axl made the comment that you used to love him." 

Izzy cuts his eyes over at me. "You caught that?" 

| nod. 

Izzy sighs and rests his hands on the wheel. "Duff, you just can't understand it.so just leave it alone..please." 
| can't Iz.this band is falling apart and it looks like it's because of some personal shit between you and Axl." 


Izzy rests his head on the wheel looking at me. He has no expression on his face. He looks at me a long time 
without speaking. He looks so so tired. 


"Duff.what could | possibly know about love at 14?" 
"But you told Axl?" 


He slightly nods. "And it was the biggest mistake | could have ever made. | mean.! didn't even say it first. | just 
knew he would go psycho if | didn't. didn't feel like | had a choice. | mean | do love him. We have a bond. But | 
can't date him, | can't fuck him, and | can't marry him. It just can't happen" He pauses a moment. "And 


whatever shred of anything | may have had for him.he destroyed." 
"How?" | ask. 


"Just by being Axl. He was so controlling of everything | did. He stalked me like some sicko. And if | talked to a 
girl," he huffs, "| would have to get into a fist fight just to keep him from telling whoever | may have been 
around. He blackmailed me with that..telling everyone | had fucked him, if | didn't give him what he wanted. So | 


did what | had to do.." 

"You kept..fucking him." 

Izzy's eyes close as he nods. "He loves me..or thinks he does. | never gave him a reason to. | was just nice to 
him. | felt sorry for him. He was not very well liked, no friends. just wanted to be his friend. It wasn't like | 
had a lot of them myself. | never gave him a reason to fall in love.” 


| smirk. "You don't have to Iz. it's just you. People always fall in love with you." 


| look into his eyes. | had never noticed it before but one of his eyes was slightly darker than the other. One 


was predominately brown and the other had hazel in it. 


As | am looking at him | see his eyebrows begin to scrunch. He just stares at me. | wish | could understand the 


look on his face, but sometimes Izzy is one hard motherfucker to read. 


He sighs. "Not you too." 


Seize The Moment 


Seize The Moment 
Jesus. Sometimes Izzy can just read people too fucking well. He's always been like that. He can tell when people 
are lying. He knows when someone is keeping a secret. He always seems to know how people feel without them 


ever having to utter one word. Sometimes | love this about him, but right now was not one of those times. 


"Fuck," he sighs and looks down. "You're in love with me too..aren't you." His eyes look back up to me looking like 


they had just been delivered the worst news possible. Id be lying if | said it didn't sting just a little. 

| sigh and must look away from his face. Right now its only launching daggers into my heart. ‘lz | never said." 
"You don't have to.its that look" He says. | can see from the corner of my eye that he is studying my face. 
"What look?" | ask, but let's fucking face it, | know. 


"You forget | know the look of a man who is interested in me..fuck.”" He sighs and shakes his head and glares 
out the window deep in thought. 


"l2." | know | should say something. But | can't. What can | fucking say. | wouldn't begin to even know how to 
say it if | did. 


"How long?" he softly asks and sighs. 
"What?" | ask out of pure reflex. I'm on autopilot: 
"How long have you..been in love with me?" He asks as though the sentence drains him completely. 


What do | say? There's only one answer. “Since the first time | say you in that phone booth." 


| think back to that day. He looked like Johnny Thunders. He sold smack back then, not to mention was addicted 
to it. But he was the coolest guy | had ever seen before. Something inside me sparked right then and there. 


He rests his forehead on his steering wheel. "Duff why? | never gave you any reason" He asks me. 
"Is just.just you." | shrug. 
"You have to let it go Duff," he shakes his head adamantly. "It's fucking crazy. l'm not gay." 


"But you slept with Axl." | point out but it sounds more like a question 


"And did you not listen to me explain that?" He questions. | can see that fight or flight response kicking in in 
him. | know he wants to run 


| just nod. 

"You can't love me Duff. You just can't ok? You gotta let it go." He takes a calming breath. 

"Don't you think I've fucking tried’ | snap. "I've buried that shit inside of me for years. | would have never 
brought it up..and | didn't. You did. What do you want me to do? Lie to you Tell you a lie you would see right 
through anyway?" 

‘lm sorry," he says softly. "| need you to get out of my car Duff" 


"Come on lz." | try to get him to calm down and face this. 


"Duff," he interrupts me, unable to look me in the eye, "please just get out” 


Making Fucking Videos 


Author's Notes: 
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Axl. Many many thanks babe. 


Making Fucking Videos 

| didn't see Izzy again until we did a show. He was so quiet. It was like he wasn't there at all. He couldn't even 
look at me. And when | walked over to play next to him he just got rigid and didn't move. Not that he moves 
much anyway. 

After the show | saw Axl sent for him to come to his dressing room. | knew | shouldn't snoop, but | fucking 
did. | stood with my ear to the door. | could actually hear everything going on inside. They seemed to be 
discussing the upcoming video. 

"The record company wants to start with Don't Cry, followed by November Rain and Estranged" Axl says. 
"Why those songs?" Izzy skeptically asks. 

"Because | told them they tell a story.” 


"Are you out of your fucking mind?!" | hear Izzy raise his voice. "See, this is exactly why | never wanted to 


fucking record Don't Cry. It raises too many goddamn questions!" 

"Just relax Iz, they think it's about some girl | dated, not you." 

"Yeah but | fucking know!" Izzy sounds irate. "And then your fucking ballads? November Rain and Estranged! I'm 
not stupid Axl. | can read between the lines. | know what the fuck they're about! ‘When | look into your eyes | 


can see a love refrained? | fucking get it ok?! You don't have to tell the fucking world!" 


"lll tell whatever motherfucker | choose tol" Now Axl's voice is getting louder. "The Video starts shooting 


Friday. Here's your scene." 
| hear pages being ripped. "Fucking forget it! There's no goddamn way l'm gonna be in that fucking video!" 
"Yes you fucking willl” 


"Don't tell me what the fuck | AM going to do, you know that's the fastest way to make me do the complete 


opposite!" 


"Whether you like it or not you're still part of this band! That means fucking videos! Its not like I'm gonna 
fucking kiss you in it!" 


"You can't ask me to do this Axl. It was bad enough to even record that song." 


"Why? You're the one who actually wrote it! | contributed the fucking chorus and that's it! Are you such a 
pussy that you think people will see you wrote it about me?!" 


lm getting really fucking sick of being called a pussy all the time Axl," Izzy sighs in frustration 


"Then grow some fucking balls. It's a great song Izzy. The fans have been loving it when we perform it. They 
have no clue about the between the lines shit. It's just a song." 


"A song | should have never fucking wrote." 


"But you did. Now Geffen wants it as the first single. They want a video to back it up. I've already got the 
whole thing in my head." 


‘lm not doing it," Izzy says standing his ground. 

"Don't make me kick your ass Isbell," Axl almost growls. 

"Why not?" Izzy huffs, "You pick fights with me just so you can fucking have an excuse to touch me." 
l'm then startled when the door vibrates under my ear. Someone has just been slammed into it. 
"That's it Axl," | hear Izzy calmly say, "fucking hit me. Hit me until you don't even recognize me!" 

"Iz." 

"You can't beat me into submission Axl. You cant make be be what you want me to be. You have no power 
over me anymore. | can't feel you anymore. All the fuck | am is Stradlin's shell. The life is gone. The will to 
fight you is gone. | just don't care about any of this shit anymore. And you can't make me. It's over.just 
accept it and let it go." 

| hear Axl's fist hit the door. 


"Did that accomplish anything Ax?" | hear Izzy taunt him. 


"When did you get so cold?" | hear Axl softly ask. 


"When | finally opened up my eyes," Izzy answers. 
"We could have it all Iz." 
"No we can't. No body ever gets everything they want." 


"If | can't have you I'll fucking destroy youl" Axl yells at Izzy. "And you know goddamn well | can!" | hear him 
pushing Izzy back against the door. "I'll tell the whole world how big your dick is! I'll tell them how you moan 


when my dick is up your ass! I'll tell them how you used to tell me you loved me!" 


| then hear a fist making contact with flesh. Axl suddenly gets quiet so | will assume Izzy hit him. | hear 
tussling and things breaking from inside. From here it sounds like they've hit the floor. | hear glass breaking 
and something hitting the door. 


Part of me wants to go in and break it up, but | don't belong in the middle of this one. Plus they probably 


wouldn't even fucking notice I'm here anyway. So | walk away and let them go at it. 


One Steak, Bloody 


One Steak, Bloody 

Two and a half bottles of Vodka later | worked up the nerve to go check up on Izzy at his hotel. It wasn't as 
much drama as the last hotel. This one was manned by what | assume is some college girl. She has that fan 
look about her. 

‘Oh my god! You're Duff McKagan!" 


| smile, "You happen to know what room Izzy's staying in?" 


"Of course, room IOI. It's on the top floor," she eagerly smiles scrounging the desk. "Can | please get your 
autograph before you go?" 


"Sure," | humbly smile and oblige her. "Where's the elevator?" | ask 
“Just around the corner," she points, bubbling with glee. 

"Thanks," | nod and walk off 

When | get upstairs our keepers look rattled 

"Hey guys, what's up?" | ask 

"Izzy and his wife had this huge fight. She fucking flew back to Sweden" 
| wonder what it's about 

| knock on the door. 

"Fucking fuck offl" He practically yells. 

"lz, its me, Duff" 

There is no reply but | soon hear the door unlocking, Izzy opens the door looking down to the floor. 
"Now's really not a good time," he sighs. 

"You and the Mrs had a fight, | heard" 


"She's the least of my problems Duff," he briefly glances at me. 


When he does | see his eye looks puffy. It's red all underneath it. The corner of his lip is cracked and oozing 
just a bit of transparent red liquid from having just stopped bleeding. | knew this was from Axl and not Izzy's 
wife. 

"Holy shit Iz.are you ok?" | ask in shock. 

He quickly looks down and nods, "It's nothing." 

"That is not nothing. You're gonna have a shiner." 

| quickly barge my way into his room and go to his telephone. | pick it up and call room service. 

"Yeah room service? Yeah | need one steak, bloody as hell.like raw.froze if ya got. Yeah..exactly. Room IOI" 
By now Izzy is sitting on his bed and staring at the floor in dead silence. 

"So you gonna tell me what happened? Who did this?" 

He shrugs, "Axl." 

"But why?" 

"He says he's going to ruin me. Tell the world what | did..with him." 

"But that would just look bad on him too," | shrug. 

"Axl doesn't care when it comes to revenge," Izzy sighs. "Then | come back here." His words trail off as he 
shakes his head. "It's not like | could hide a black eye from her. So what do | do? | fucking tell her what 
happened. | fucking told her everything. And what does she do? She calls me a faggot, packs her shit and 
leaves." 

‘Oh Iz, I'm sorry." 

"| just wanted her to hear it from me and not from Axl or the press or some shit" 


"Do you love her?" | ask him. 


He just sighs and works the wedding ring off his finger. "Duff, the way | was raised you grow up, you get 


married, you procreate." 


| nod and listen. "| married Anika because she told me she was pregnant. Then a week after the wedding she 


tells me she has a miscarriage. Axl always said it was bullshit," he pauses, "He told me, ‘lz, you've come in 


every chick from LA and not a one has ever accused you of getting them pregnant’. But Anika did after just 
one time of sleeping with her.." his mind begin wandering. "So | went to see this doctor, he runs all these 
bullshit tests and says he'll call me. Well he calls tonight while l'm in the middle of trying to explain shit to 
Anika" he pauses. "Duff, there's like a really low percentage of me actually getting a chick pregnant" He looks 
up at me. "She fucking lied to me." 

‘Im sorry lz," Is all | know to say. 

"And the worst part is..Axl was right about her all along." 

There's a knock at the door. | go over and answer it knowing it's room service. | let the bell hop roll in the cart 
and tip him a twenty. | lift the lid from the tray and see a frozen steak with parsley on one side and Asprin on 
the other. | puck it up and carry it over to Izzy. 

"Here man, put this on your eye, It'll get the swelling out." 

Izzy takes it and places it over his eye with a wince. 

"So what are you gonna do l2?" | ask him and gently sit on the bed next to him. 


| wanna get really high," he softly replies. 


| get that. Izzy wants to run but he can't. Drugs were the best way to run and hide from things you don't 


wanna face. 

"Duff?" He says softly and looks over at me, eye covered with a steak. "Would you score for me?" 

"You sure you wanna do that Iz.| mean you've been sober for a really long time, right?" 

"186 days..out who's counting?" He shrugs. 

| don't think you should." 

"What do you want in return?" He cuts me off, "Just name it" 

| furrow my brows and look at the curious look on Izzy's face. If | didn't know any better | would think he was 
telling me he would do AAAAANYTHING if | just went and scored him some smack. | wonder how far he would 
really be willing to go. But instead of testing the theory | decide to be a noble creature and not take advantage 
in his time of need. 


"Let me stay here to keep an eye on you..in case something happens.” 


lzzy looks down and nods. 


The Offer 


The Offer 


| know its probably not a good thing to be going to score for Izzy. | know it's wrong. But Somehow | just sort 
of saw this strange sort of logic to it that made it seem ok. First off | know Izzy don't need me to score for 
him. He's more than capable of doing it on his own. Hell he could probably do it easier than | could. Secondly, if 
Izzy wants to get high, my refusing to score for him wouldn't stop him anyway. So | do it. 


| go back with a gram and some needles. Izzy lets me in with floating eyes. | extend the shit out to him and he 
hesitates a moment. Like maybe he's having second thoughts. But he reaches up slowly and takes it from me. 
He twiddles the two needles a moment and walks over to a room service cart. He picks up a spoon and crosses 


to the bed. He sits at the edge and places everything on the night stand. 


| cross over to a chair and sit down. Izzy begins bending the handle of the spoon around to make a handle. I've 


seen people cook up fixes of smack a thousand times. But never once was one of those times Izzy. | pull my 


bottle of Vodka to my mouth and take a big chug. 


Izzy places a small amount of smack in the spoon. His eyes dart back over to the room service cart. He quickly 
gets up, crosses to it and grabs a lemon chunk from the rim of a water glass. He squeezes the juice from it 
into the spoon. He picks up a guitar pick and mixes it together gently. With a steady left hand he lifts the 
spoon to eye level and strikes a lighter under it with his right. 


Moments later Izzy carefully sits it down and begins unbuttoning his shirt. He pulls it off his shoulders and 
lets it fall around him where he is sitting on the bed. He reaches for his cigarettes. He pulls one from the pack 
and pulls a chunk of filter out with his teeth. He takes it from his mouth and lays it in the spoon. He picks up 
a needle and removes the cap. With both hands he steadies the needle in the cigarette filter as he pulls back 
on the plunger. Once it's all in he holds it up to the light, thumps the side, and squeezes out the air. 


His hands begin fumbling with his belt to remove it. He loops one end through the buckle and slides his left 
arm into it. He pulls it tight and stick the end of the belt in his teeth to hold it tight. He reaches over for the 
needle and flexes his fist a few times. His eyes survey his arm for a moment then he places the needles tip at 


an angle over a vein. 


| soon see blood cloud the brown liquid and turn it black. He slowly starts to push down on the plunger. His 
eyes roll back a bit and the belt slips from his teeth. a throaty moan slips from him and he slowly pulls the 
needle from his arm. He just sits there. Within seconds his head is drooping. He forces it up and he looks at 


me. 


It's like every problem me has has just melted away. It's like nothing is there. The lights are on but Izzy's not 
at home. 


"You alright Iz?" | cautiously ask. 


He slightly nods and removes his belt from his arm with delayed movements. "Thanks Duff," he almost 


whispers. 

"What's it feel like?" | ask. 

He draws in a breath and fights to hold his heavily sedated eyes open. "Home." 

He rises to his feet on wobbly knees and crosses over to the window. He stares out it for a while. 
"When | go..they're gonna ask you questions," he says softly. 

‘Iz | won't say anything, | promise." 

"Axl will.and they'll believe it. They'll wanna believe it" His voice is so calm it's eerie. "Fan's won't like it" 
‘Izzy, | just don't see Axl putting his own neck on the line like that" 


"IF it sticks it to me itll be worth it to him." Izzy's head looks down as he wipes the blood oozing from his 


injection site. 


"Well. what if you just give him what he wants?" | shrug. 


me. just forget all about me” 

"How could you make him?" 

"Few ways.leave the band. Start over without him. Or." 

"Or what?" 

"Make him jealous enough to hate me” 

"How?" 

Izzy's sedated eyes meet mine. "By giving what he wants to someone else. tried that with Anika but it just 
didnt work.it wasn't a big deal for him because we all fuck chicks.but if." his words trail off as he looks back 


out the window. 


"If what?" | press. 


He looks back at me. "Its wrong of me to even think it 

"What?" | ask again and take a drink. 

He sighs and nods his head toward me, "You." 

"Meme what?" My brows spontanously furrow. 

"Seeing me with you just might make him so mad he would hate me." 
"Me?" | question in surprise. 


Izzy nods. "He's a guy. A guy in love with a guy. If he saw me give to you something he begs for.just imagine 


how that shit would hit him" 

"Are you saying you want me to.us to.to have sex?" 

He shrugs, "Well didnt you say you were in love with me?" 
My jaw gapes but somehow | manage a nod 


"Then here's your golden opportunity Duff. | have a psycho stalker and my wife just left me. I'm high as fuck 
for the first time in over two years.'m lenient.open.So what's it gonna be? 


Like A Virgin 


Author's Notes: 
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Like A Virgin 


Izzy sits down on the bed and looks at me. He motions to the bed beside him. | swallow hard. My mouth is so 


dry. | chug some courage and rise to my feet. | go over and sit next to him. | have no fucking clue what to do. 
"Its ok Duff" he says softly. "You can touch me if you want to." 

I'm too fucking scared to move. So Izzy does instead. He leans in very slowly. His eyes are now dilated to black. 
And they're so fucking empty. He brushes his lips over mine and my mind goes completely blank My heart 
starts racing. 

"How do you want it?" He asks me. 

| had no clue how the hell | wanted it. | had never done this before. Hell, | had barely ever even imagined it. 
"Relax," he says with his eerie calmness. His hand rests on my thigh. 

| look into his lifeless eyes. Somehow | manage to conjure the strength to place my hand on the back of his 
neck and pull him to me for a kiss. | feel his hand running down my chest to the button on my jeans. | really 
can't believe this shit is happening. 

Izzy lightly pushes me back on the bed and tugs my pants down off my hips. 

"You gotta tell me what to do," he whispers running his finger tip down my stomach. 

"L| don't know..." 

"This your first time? he asks me. 

| shyly nod. 


Izzy nods. "It's ok, | know what to do." 


Then Izzy takes off his pants. He lays next to me and rests his hear on the palm of his hand. He takes my 


hand and places it on my hip. My fingers dig into his skin as something primal overcomes me, leaping forth 
from my stomach. | kiss him and | kiss him hard. 


He slowly works his way on top of me and slithers between my thighs. 


"Its ok," he whispers. "| wont do anything until you're ready. He gently strokes my hair away from my 
forehead. 


I'm nervous," | manage to say. 
"| know," he says as he studies my face. "I promise I'll be a gentle as | can" 
Y Y P g 


Ard | trust him. | inhale deeply the smell of his essence. He smells like cigarettes and hotel soap. It's 
intoxicating. His skin is as smooth as silk and warm like a blanket. His hair is so soft. His lips even softer. 


| know he doesn't love me. | know this means absolutely nothing to him. But for me its everything. If this was 
the only way | could have him then | had no choice but to take it. What was | gonna do? Say no? Having him 
like this is better than never having him at all, right? 

Izzy is patient. Izzy is cool. He kisses me and touches my body until his spell completely takes me over. When 
all my senses are numbed | feel him. Its a burning, tearing, throbbing pressure. 

It causes me to draw in a gasp. My body becomes tensed all over as | lift my head. 


"Do you want me to stop? | hear him whispering into my ear softly. 


| lay my head back and shake my head no. 


Morning Hangover 
Morning Hangover 


| was woke up to the sound of someone knocking on a door. | lift my head to see Izzy sliding into some pants. 


He crosses to the door and opens it a slight gap. | see his body posture change. 

"Axl?" 

| can hear His voice from here. lts low and calm. "Iz m really sorry for what | said to you at the studio’ 
Izzy only sighs and looks down 

"They told me you and Anika had a fight and she left. You ok?" 

"Im fine," Izzy nods still looking to the ground. 

"What happened?" | hear Axl ask 


Izzy nervously glances at me. | swear to god he turns as white as a sheet. "I really don't wanna talk about it," 


he looks back down, unable to look at Axl 

"Come on, you forget who you're talking to,just tell me 

'Um.not right now," Izzy softly shakes his head and runs his right hand down his left arm. 
"What the fuck is that?" | hear Axl ask 

"What?" Izzy shrugs. 

| see Izzy being jerked forward by his left arm. 

"Have you been shooting up?!" 

'N.no | went to the doctor.they.." 

"Bullshit Izzy! They don't put needles in you for any reason right here!” 

| see Izzy jerk his arm away. "They do when all the other veins are fucked up. 


| hear the word bullshit and then the door flies open. Axl's eyes go wide when he sees me in the bed. l'm not 
wearing anything but Izzy's sheets. His jaw drops as he starts scanning the room. 


"Axl get the fuck out!" Izzy yells at him. 


Axl pushes his way into the room. | see everything his eyes see. Our clothes scattered around the bed. The 
heroin on the night stand. And me naked in Izzy's bed. Axl stands in utter shock trying to take the sight in. 


"So your wife leaves you and you get high and fuck Duff?! | wasn't aware you were that fucking way Duff! 
What's the matter Duff, you overheard shit you shouldn't have and it got you curious?! You just had to 
fucking know how good the sex was?!" 

| can say nothing. 

Its none of your business Axl!" Izzy snaps at him and grabs his arm to keep him from going after me. 
"How the fuck could you?!" Axl screams at Izzy and shoves him into the wall 


Izzy's eyes show nothing. Not a bit of shock. Not an ounce of anger. He looks numb. 


Axl holds him to the wall screaming in his face. "You're not gay! Remember!? Why the fuck are you fucking 
Duffille" 


Izzy calmly replies, ‘It's none of your business” 

Axl shoves his shoulders back into the wall. "You are my fucking business! 

Then its like someone flips a switch inside of Izzy. His eyes go cold and black He shoves Axl hard 
"Get the fuck off mel" 

"What? You want him?!" He motions to me in the bed. "You fucking want Duff?!" 

"Oh fuck youl" Izzy shakes his head. "You sound like a jealous bitch right now!" 

Axl takes a swing at Izzy but somehow he dodges it 

"Im not you fucking property! Izzy shoves him. "Get the fuck outl 


| see Tears coming to Axis eyes. He just looks down and storms from the room. 


Business As Usual 


Business As Usual 


So things returned to their fucked up state of normal. Tense. I+ felt like always being in a fucking earthquake. 
Slash and Axl were always down each other's throats. | was always fucking drunk. And Izzy just stayed away. 


Axl really fucking had it in for me now. | had become the newest obsession of his rage. He held me with the 
same iron clad fist he used on Izzy. He threatened to tell the world what | had done with Izzy. Axl made every 


moment | spent in his presence as miserable as he fucking could. 


So | drank. | drank twice as much as | drank a month ago. When | hear my own voice played back on TV and 
radio | can hear my words slurring. When | see my face in pictures it looks swollen, almost fat. Doctors tell me 
it's because of the drinking. But fuck it, life gives me no reason to not drink. I'm not Izzy. | can't do this shit 


sober. 


Izzy. With each passing day it becomes clearer to me that he is, without a doubt, that one band member the 
band can't lose. If he leaves it'll all but kill Axl. He will go more insane than he already is. He would become this 
ticking time bomb. And believe me, he would eventually blow. The aftermath would leave nothing but pure 


destruction in it's wake. No survivors. 


And me.lf Izzy leaves he takes a part of me with him. The only part that's still good. | already know | can't 
stop him. If Axl can't no one can, right? That's Izzy though. | had never much pay attention to it before. Axl 
had made me see it. Izzy runs. Izzy runs from anger. Pain. Stress. Responsibility. Anything that would force him 
to really feel something. Izzy doesn't like to feel. It explained why he had been a junkie to some degree. | can 


also see how Axl would have contributed the rest of the explanations. 


I've tried to see him but he got our keepers to keep us away. No one got into his hotel room. No one got on 
his bus. He sent recorded cassettes to the studio and quit showing up all together. Or he would go to a 
different studio all together to lay his tracks. We saw Izzy on stage only. He would stand there in a 4x4 
square and just play his shit. Then he would be gone the moment he played his final note. 


| worry about him. I'm scared he could get back on drugs. | mean he had recently slipped with drinking, then he 
shot up days later. | know what he's capable of. | don't wanna see him like that again. It was killing him. 


But he's killing me now. That morning after we had sex, after Axl left, Izzy got rid of me so fast. He calmly 
told me | had to go. He picked up the heroin and needles and shit and went and locked himself in the bathroom. | 
can only assume he shot up. | tried to talk to him. But your normal, ‘thanks last night was great shit just 


wouldn't work in this situation. 


Izzy used me. | know he did. But | let him. | wanted him any way | could get him. So | let him make me into his 
pawn in a game of chess with Axl. | did that. | let him. Love is so blind | guess. Now it fucking hurts. Now my 


purpose has been served and he's lost to me. Now | don't matter. Now he's going to run from me too. 

My mind keeps replaying the look in his eyes that night in his hotel room. He wasn't even there. He was 
disconnected from himself somehow. His body was merely a robot doing as it had to. But every once in a while 
| could see him snap out of it. He would look at me and | knew he saw me. Just a tiny look of recognition 
peppered with shame. 

I'm still uncertain why Izzy did this. He said he wasn't gay and hadn't been with anyone but Axl and that was 
half a life time ago. But for one night he time warps back to the 10's and let me in his bed. He said to make 
Axl jealous, was that all? There's no way to even ask him. Izzy is basically off limits to us all. 

"You think you can not pass out before we get through the fucking airport?" Axl hisses at me. 


| roll my eyes and just look straight ahead as we get off the plane. 


"Hey man," Slash slurs as he reads over the outline for the video. "I'm not some actor or stunt man. You have 


me all driving off a fucking cliff and shit," he says flipping through pages. 

"You have a stunt double," Axl sighs. 

As we come off the terminal | see Izzy standing there with a body guard close by. He looks really fucking 
pissed He storms over to Axl with a piece of paper clenched in his fist. He slams it into Axl's chest and steps 


up to him toe to toe. 


"What the fuck is this shit?!" He yells at him. 


The Last Straw 


The Last Straw 
Izzy was fucking livid. It had been a while since he had shown much feeling at all. Axl had a way of bringing 
that out in him. | had no clue what had set him off. Now | knew that piece of paper held all the reason Izzy 


needed. | feared what was on it. 


Axl only looked down to the piece of paper shoved into his chest. "That's the outline of your new contract," he 
shrugs. He had that Izzy coolness to him. Or maybe he just didn't fucking care. Hard to say with Axl. 


"Yeah | can fucking see that! Whats up with these goddamn changes?!" Izzy snaps. Still right in Axl's face. 
"| knew that would get your attention," he smirks at him, "Leave it to money to get Izzy's undivided attention" 


Izzy's hands shove Axl's chest. "So what I'm just a hired hand to you now? A fucking employee!?" Izzy shoves 


him again. 


"What do you expect?" Axl shrugs. | can see he is losing his cool. "You fucking contribute less than anyone else! 


Why the fuck should you get the same pay as us?" 


"Because I'm part of the band the same as everyone else. | fucking helped you start this shit! You and mel 


Remember?" 

"You're never here man," Slash slurs. 

Izzy glares to Slash. "Stay out of this Slash," he warns. "And Axl fucking knows why!" 
‘Its no excuse when there's a fucking job to be done," Axl glares at him. 

"You think I'm signing this?" Izzy asks with raised eyebrows, "Fuck youl” he snaps. 


"Then | suggest you find a lawyer," Axl shrugs with a snort. "Better do it quick because we leave for Japan in 


three days..that is if you aren't too smacked out to remember!" 


Izzy looks irate. He looks hurt. | have no clue if he's gonna punch him, or turn and run. | couldn't believe Axl 


went this far. He only did it to hurt Izzy. Just trying to push him away. How could he even say he loved him? 
| really fucking hate you right now Axl," Izzy tries to calm himself with some breathing. 


"I know," Axl smirks, "But maybe now you have enough incentive to do your fucking job! If not:.you will sign that 
fucking contract!" He points down at it clenched in Izzy's fist. 


Izzy's breaths become harder. His stare goes cold. He's doing his fucking best not to lose it. | can tell he had he 
is really battleing it. | can also tell there is a little heroin lingering in his system. "Over my dead goddamn body!" 
Uh-ho, he's losing it. "Wheres your contract huh? where's the clause that says you have to be on fucking 
time or your fucking pay gets fucked with? You should at least have to pay a fucking fine!" Izzy shoves him 
again. 

‘lm Axl Rose and GNR is MINE!" He hisses at Izzy. 

"Do you really think | don't get it Ax? You and | both know what this is about. Grow the fuck up Axl!" 

And | knew what it was about too. 

"DO YOUR FUCKING JOB!" Axl shoves him away. 


Izzy glances down and speaks softly. "I gave my blood sweat and tears for this band We built this together, 
you and me..all of us..what gives you the right?" 


"Because I'm the only one sober enough to drive stupid!" 
‘I've been clean for over two years." 
"Oh Really?! Show me your arms then" Axl folds his arms across his chest and gives a snide smile. 


Izzy just stares at him with a hurtful expression. "Why do | bother? You always get your way one way or 


another." 


Bleed 


Bleed 

Somehow Izzy let me drag him out of the airport. | put him in my limo. As | sat across from him | saw the 
relaxed expression in his eyes. Izzy was on heroin | couldn't help but blame myself. Izzy was so so quiet. He 
only stared from the window with a blank expression. 

"IFs just a scare tactic lz, you know that," | sigh. 

"No its not.its vengeance," he softly answers. 

"Because of me?" | ask. 

He nods, "Among other things." 

"l2." 

He looks up at me. "I was wrong for what | did to you Duff." 

"No." 

‘| used you Duff. | shouldn't have led you on" 

‘Iz, | wanted you," | say. 

"And now you're hurting.” 

"l'm not.| swear," | protest. 

‘lm sorry Duff. What | did was wrong. | was fucked up and | wan't thinking.’ 

"Izzy, | knew what | was doing.” 

"You have to just forget it ever happened. It's never going to happen again" He sighs shaking his head. 


Tears come to my eyes. | can feel my heart breaking from his lifeless words. "Don't say that Iz.that night was 


beautiful." 


"It wasn't even me, it was the heroin Duff. I'm not interested in you. You were just a means to and end. Just 


fucking let it go." 


His words were like daggers in my heart. What had meant to much to me meant absolutely nothing to him. It 
stung. It ached It killed me a piece at a time. 


"| dont know how to do that. That night was special for me.it was you. | love you lz" 

He sighs and glares back out the window. "You can't love me Duff. No one should" 

"| cant help who | love lz" 

"It can't be me. Besides l'm not going to be here much longer" His tone is soft, almost a whisper. 

"Stop saying that!" | snap. 

His eyes look to me with a hint of regret and sympathy. "Duff | cant stay. | can't live this way anymore. Hts 
too much for me. All there is for me here is dope and sacrifice. | want a life Duff. A real life. | want peace. 


Can;t you understand that?" 


"Do you think you'll get that just by leaving? You're Izzy fucking Stradlin. You'll never be able to go back to 
being Jeff Isbell" | do my best to reason with him. 


| have to try Duff. don't wanna die for this shit anymore. If you were sober you might understand.but no 


one gets it because everyone is so fucking trashed." 

I'm losing him. | know it: Nothing | can say will change his mind, but | have to try. "lz you were the one who 
wanted this more than any of us. It was your drive to make it happen that gave all of us the drive and 
encouragement to do it. How can you just wake up one morning and all that be gone?" 

"Getting arrested for pissing in a plane really opened my eyes," he sighs. "They were going to put me in jail 
Duff. You think | wanted that? No. So | did what | had to do. Being sober makes you see shit you didn't see 
when you were fucked up. And | didn't like what | saw..none of it" 

"But how can we do it without you?" | ask. i just couldn't see how it would be possible. 

"Well Axl seems to have all the fucking answers, maybe you should ask him." 


"Are you shooting up again lz?" | question with apprehension. 


He sighs, "What's it matter at this point?" 


The Calm After The Storm 


The Calm After The Storm 


and Izzy grew more distant. Axl cslled a band meeting for just he and Izzy. | had to knoew what they say to 
one another. So | had security bug the room. | stayed in my hotel room listening on headphones. 


It started out with Axl trying to be calm. | could actually hear the desperation in his voice. "you can still turn 


it all around lz" 


"What by being dictated to by you? We used to be partners in crime in this shit. When did it change? When did 


you change?" 

"| haven't changed." 

"Bulshit! Your ego is out of control and you have these tendencies to think the world should kiss your ass. Look 
| know your child hood was fucked. | know you have to carry all that with you. | know you love the attention, 
but none of that shit is real. You're still Billy Bailey from Indiana" 

"Billy Bailey ids dead! It ain't Billy Bailey St. Louis is suing.it's Axl Rose." 


"Lord of the manor huh?" 


‘Izzy you just stopped caring. | had no choice but to step up. It was the only fucking way | knew to get your 
attention" 


"By docking my fucking pay? | can't be around you guys and continue ignoring the bullshit. It's out of control. 
You're out of control. Slash too." 


"This is rock and roll man. You knew when you started it would be drugs, chicks and a constant free for all." 
"It's different sober." 

"Well you aren't exactly sober now are you?" Axl smirks. 

"| slipped What do you expect? All you do is trash me. ‘No Izzy, that song sounds like the stones. No Izzy, it 
needs ore words. No Izzy the tempo ain't right. Sing louder Izzy. Fucking move on stage Izzy..So fuck you, | shot 
up three times just to try to make you go away.’ 


‘'m sure Duff helped you forget, didn’t he." 


"Duff was a pawn Axl. You know | don't want Duff" 


"Well indulge me then, who do you want? We know it's not me. You say its not Duff. Obviously it's not your 


Swedish whore because you didn't chase her..so what is it?" 

"I think it would he best if | left," he sighs. 

"The lawyers are already looking into that. Just know Iz.if you walk away..you'l leave with nothing." 
"Nothing sounds like heaven to me." 

"Glad you think so. The lawyers are going to penalize your royalties." 

"There's more to live that money..thats greed. It's vanity. It's materialistic and replaceable." 


"But you're not replaceable to me lz" | told you in Estraged. ‘I'll never ind anybody to replace you. gyess ll 
have to make it through this time. oh this time..without you". 


"Axl if | could fix all | would. But its broken. No one is going to be happy in the end. It's going to be fiasco in 
the press, your story, my story, the guys and their stories." 


Axl shakes his head. "I don't want you to go. lill rip your contract myself if you just stay.” 


Izzy is silent. perhaps he's thinking it over. "I jsy can;t anymore. | need out man. I'm scared o dying. | want a 


family some day. just be civil and let me go." 


| can hear Axl crying. "How can i let you go? Please tell me because i fucking can't. You're a part of my soul 


and | can't live without you." 


"| don't know, but you have to find a way. You and i can never be." 


Another Show 


Another Show 


Axl had somewhat backed off Izzy. Only because Izzy hid better than ever before. If he wished to talk to one 
us us it was in a letter through our managers. At it had Axl so painfully quiet. Even i felt sorry for the guy. 


At least in my situation | knew what | was doing. | honestly don't think Axl did. Axl was blinded by his love for 


Izzy. he simply couldn't imagine a world with no Izzy. Izzy says Axl hates nothing more than that. | see it now. 


Tonight we did this huge gig. Of course axl was nowhere to be found and the show start in 30 minutes. Izzy 
seemed angry and impatient. He tels us we should get out there and start the show without him. Izzy and | 
both sing. And we sing lead on a few GNR songs. But Slash is in no hurry to get onstage. He's occupied with 
Jack Daniels and a couple of girls. 


Finally, three hours later Axl shows up. The opening act covered his ass with a super long set. When he came 
in he looked looked like he would rather not be bothered. He was short and moody. He took a stab at us all 


every chance he got. 


Izzy tried to ignore his rantings by playing guitar in the corner. But then Slash started in on Axl for being late. 
And world war three was soon underway. Bottles flew at one another. Backs got shoved into walls. Words were 


thrown about to cause pain. 


| could see Izzy wanted no part of it. He picked up his guitar and slipped out of the room undetected by anyone 


but me. 


When the show started Axl kept on with snide remarks directed at us, announced to the audience. Things about 


drugs. Lack of loyalty, laziness, and fear. Izzy never once looked up from his guitar. 


On about the seventh song Axl noticed a guy with a camera, He asks security to get it, but they ignore him. 
Axl dives off the stage and goes after the guy. He punches him, breaks the camera and gets our security to 
get him out of the mosh pit. 


When he comes back on stage he gives a five minute rant on our shitty security and vacates the stage. | 


know he won't be coming back. | look to Izzy's place on the stage. He's gone, guitar and all. 


So another show got cancelled. Tomorrow we were probably gonna get reamed by David Geffen himself. | went 


in search of Izzy, but his bus had already left town. 


This shit was bad. Axl was out of fucking control. It all was. We were trying so hard to make it work but 
every attempt failed. It was terrifying feeling. We were on the brink of destruction None of us wanted to see 


GNR end. But we all knew it's days were numbered. 


We were in the studio when a lawyer came in. He said he was representing Izzy. He handed a piece of paper 
over to us. Slash read it first. | watched his face look like it was almost melting. 


"That mother fucker!" He yelled and passed it to Axl. 


Axl stare at it long and hard. He didn't say a word. He lay it on a desk and stared down at his resting his 
weight on the table. He looked at it as if he could change the words if he tried hard enough. 


When he left with a sigh | went over to the paper on the desk. It was Izzy's resignation This was it. Izzy was 


leaving us. 


On Bending Knees 


On Bending Knees 

Axis POV 

| couldn't believe my best friend of l4 years was leaving me. | know | pushed him too it, but | thought it was a 
bluff. Everything | had done had only been a bluff to snap him out of this funk he head been in. | never 


dreamed he would call me on it. 


He wanted out. He couldn't even be a man and tell me to my face. He was being a coward. He was running as 


always from something he didn't want to deal with. Like that would fix anything. 


He won't see me at all. He knows i will just try to talk him into staying. But Izzy isn't going to listen. He has it 
in his head that l'm dictating to him. He hates absolutely nothing fucking more. 


The band is all pissed at me. Slash is mad because he has to find a new guitarist to learn Izzy's part in two 
weeks. Use your Illusion was released two weeks ago and we're still stuck in the middle of a tour. | could 
strangle him for putting us on the spot like this. 

In he beginning no one wanted this more than Izzy. What had happened? Sure he overdosed once and was in a 
coma for four days. Sure he had possession and distribution charges. Yes, he pissed on a commercial plane and 
was beligerantly drunk. Sure the courts forced him into sobriety with court ordered drug testsHe was scared. 


| know that. But | never thought it would make him give up on his dreams..our dreams. 


Eventually | got Izzy on the phone at his house in Indiafuckingana. He didn’t want to hear from me. He knew | 


would only try to sway his thinking. | mean, | did have to try, right? 

"Can we talk?" | calmly ask 

"There;s nothing to talk about," he says with an exasperated sigh. 

"You gave a resignation | think that justifies a talk with me." 

"Axl, my mind is made up." 

Tears work up in my eyes. "I don't know how to do it without you Iz." 

‘Im replaceable, your own words Axl. Their's other rhythm guitarists who would kill to be in the band." 


"But when | look back, you won't be there. I'm sorry Izzy. You know how much | love you. | just was so hurt by 


what you did with Duff." 


Izzy sighs, "Duff was a means to an end. The only way i could make you see that what we had is over. I'm not 
the same guy i was two years ago. | don't want all this fame. | can't walk into a club or grocery store without 
people bugging me for pictures and autographs. | don't have a life anymore." 

"Traveling the world and meeting all your heroes, having fans scream your name, all that isn't a life?" 

"Not the life for me Ax. It was fun while it lasted, but it's just not fun anymore. | have my sobriety tested 
daily around this shit. H's already made me slip twice. | don't wanna become a junkie again. | want to live. | 
wanna travel." 


"You've traveled the world, how much more could you possibly travel." 


‘In ever city of every country we go to all we ever see in the fucking venue and a hotel. | want to see things 
I've only read about in books." 


l'm losing him. | don't know what to do. "I take it all back Iz.please don't go." 

"Axl i don't have a choice. I'll miss the band..but | won't miss the hype." 

"You're a rock star lz. How can you just trade in your guitar and forget it all?" 

"Because | don't wanna die. | sit back and slowly watch everyone Kill themselves. Slash drinks so much his 
tongue is black. Duff has alcohol bloat and won't listen to the fucking doctors. You eat pills by the hand full. | 
just can't watch it sober anymore. | don't wanna watch my friends die.” 


"Please just take some time and reconsider this," | say with a shaky crying voice. 


"| don't need time to think. ve thought it over for two years. | have to do this for me Ax. l'm sorry if that's 
selfish. I'm sorry if it hurts you..but | have to do this.” 


"You think I'm just going to let you go without a fight?" 
"You made me sign over the rights to the GNR logo. You want blackmail me into staying by docking my 


pay..there's nothing else you can do to hold me under your thumb. | don't fucking care anymore Axl. Take all 
those songs | wrote and shove them up your ass. I'm out" 


No Replacement 
No Replacement 


And just like that Izzy was gone. Geffen got him royalties until the year 1991. After that it would be as if he 
were never even a part of GNR. | couldn't believe he had the guts to just walk away from it all. He didn't even 


say goodbye. 


| understand all the reasons why he left. But | fucking miss him. It's just not the same without him around. His 
calmness was always like this tonic to me. I'm nervous by nature, but Izzy was always as cool as cool could 


get. He emit it all around him. And | was fucking lost without it. 


But the show had to go on. We hired this guy named Gilby. He actually dressed a lot like Izzy. His hair even 
resembled Izzy's in the 80's. He was even an old aquaintence of Izzy's. | had to give it to him. He learned all 


Izzy's parts in two weeks. 


Izzy wasn't the type of player who went by sheet music. Izzy never play the same song the same twice. He 
floated around and played to compliment Slash and myself. When we played back recordings for Gilby to learn 
by he couldn't always hear Izzy. He would ask Slash but Slash would drunkenly shrug ‘I dunno’. | turned out to 


be of more help because | did stand next to Izzy playing for like seven years. 


Now that | think back, It was Izzy who had the vision for this band all along. He saw it all in his head and he 
never once compromised. But when Axl was in agreement, why would he need to? Axl always agreed with Izzy. 
And he was far more lenient on him than he was on us. 


Izzy had been a heroin addict since he had come out to LA. He just dabbled for a long time. Then he and 
hooked up with Desi and started selling it. It supplied him and it supplied for the things the band needed. That's 
when he became a junkie. We all knew, but it's like it wasn't a problem. But when Stevie and Slash started doing 
it too..different story. 


| think Axl had probably done heroin before too. When Slash's mom met all of us she told a friend of his to tell 
him not to go on Hell Tour with us because we were all on heroin Granted Izzy was, | was not. Drunk, stoned, 


most likely. 
And now the original junkie is sober and nowhere to be found. | hope he's not doing smack wherever he is. | 
miss him so much. When | look to my left on stage he's not there. It's empty without him. I'm empty without 


him. 


This Gilby guy may be able to get the job done, but he'll never be a replacement for Izzy. There is no 


replacement for Izzy. There's just no one else with his personality. Izzy was truly unique in so many ways. 


When | first met him he had hair like some 10's rocker, though it was straight, jet black and greasy. He had a 


bandanna tied around his forehead and long black strands of his hair hung over it, coming to curved points just 


under his jaw. 


He wore this crazy print button down shirt that looked like it hadn't ever seen an iron. He had it unbuttoned 
completely, except the last two buttons. His pants were tight shiny leather. He had on boots that laced up. 


Over all this was a trench coat made of the same fake leather as his pants. 


He was searching for a lighter and standing near a pay phone. My heart sank to the ground right then and 
there. That was it. That was the day that life as | knew it ended. That was the day a new dawn came. It was 


the moment | fell in love. Like really in love, for the first time. 


| felt as numb as Izzy looked that night with me in his bed. | however don't use heroin. Nor can | seem to drink 


enough Vodka to get totally numb. Believe me, I'm working on it. But it's just not working. 


| keep imagining that night with Izzy. He did it so slow. At times he touched me like | imagined him touching his 
wife. Izzy was an amazing lover. | had over heard chicks discuss fucking us before. Izzy always did get rave 


reviews. 


And he's gone. | don't know if | will ever see him again. Ever touch him again. Ever see him smile. Ever hear 


that soothing sound of his voice. Ever get to see that Izzy swagger in action again. 


| Can't Stop 


| Can't Stop 


A knock came to my door at the hotel. When | opened the door | saw Axl standing there. He looked shifty. He 
looked like he had recently been crying. He silently just motions into my room asking if he can come in. | step 
aside and let him in. 


"Did you love him?" Axl asks staring out my window. His heart seems heavy. His body carries him as if it's 


ready to let him do. He looks beyond tired. More like a man of many woe's. 


He had been this way since Izzy left. He had no appetite. He fucked no groupies. He hadn't done anything but 
take hand fulls of pills. Fuck he was hurting. | felt his pain on that. That's why my trusty Vodka never leaves 


my side. 


| sigh softly. | have no idea how he might react to any answer | give. | was at the top of his shit list after all. 
"Yes," | sheepishly say. | expect his eyes to squint in anger. | expect him to fly across the room and football 


tackle me. | expect yelling. | expect drama, 

But to my utter dismay, none of that happens. A soft smile comes to Axls face. "People always have gotten 
that effect from him. It's his | don't give a shit attitude. It's his calmness. It's that shyness he gives you at 
first. Its that dry sense of humor. The way he will do anything you dare him to do. His will to thrive in any 
environment. And that voice..it always made me feel so safe and at ease." 


There's a moment of silence. 


"I begged him not to go." He sighs, "But I'm sure you already know what a stubborn ass he can be.and if he 
doesn't get his way.." 


"He runs," | finish his sentence. 


Axl nods. "How could he just give it all up? When we get to the top he just walks away. Was | that horrible? 


Was it so wrong of me to fucking love him?" 
| can't answer. | loved him too. | completely understood where he was coming from. 


‘Izzy always knew just what | needed," Axl continues. "He always knew just how to touch me." He glances to me 
with a twinge of jealousy. "I bet he's even better now that he's all grown up." 


| can't look at him on that note. | have no clue what teenage Izzy was like. But 29 year old Izzy was fucking 


perfect, just like all those groupies had said. How Izzy is cool, suave, calm.well he had that same cool in bed. He 


didn't rush things. He was soft and gentle and liked to kiss and use his hands. He had a light touch that made 


my skin churn. And when Izzy come he made this invoulentary groan in the back of his throat. Izzy was a 
very good lay, even with me having no other guy to compare him to. But he made me feel better than any 


woman ever had. 


| know it was meaningless for him. | know he regret it. | know he felt ashamed. | know he was high. And sober 


he would have never done it. Most of all | knew he didn't love me. But | just couldn't stop. 

"| can't blame you for loving him Duff," Axl sighs and looks back out the window. "But you couldn't possibly love 
him as much as | do. | know him better, inside and out. I've been by his side through laughter and tears. And 
I'll never let him go. | couldn't if | wanted to. And | don't want to." 

| just look at him. 

"Neither of us will get him Duff. So why don't we just agree that we both love him and get on with business.’ 

| nod. "It's just feels so different with him gone." 

"How do you think | feel? When | wake up with a nightmare at 4 am | can't pick up the phone and call him. 
When | see something funny on Tv | don't get to share it. When | want to talk to my best friend | can't. My 
best friend is gone..and he will never be back" 


"Maybe he will." 


Axl huffs, " He made up his mind didn't he? Nothing will change his mind or bring him back." 


Postcards 


Postcards 


Months went by with no word from Izzy. We would hear rumors from time to time. We would see things in 
the press, but you can never know what you can or can't believe from the damn press. Axl seemed to think 
he was traveling. He said it was something that Izzy really wanted to do. Who was | to question that. | 


preferred to imagine him out there seeing the world instead of being lost in some heroin binge. 


| missed him so fucking much. | hoped that wherever he was he had found peace. | hope he found what it was 
he was looking for. | wished him no ill will, only happiness. | hurt that he was no longer part of our lives, but | 


also understand he had to go. It was just too much for him. It would be too much for anyone. 


My Birthday came a few months later in February. | spent it in a drunken Vodka haze. | did an interview, a 
photo shoot, and performed an exhausting sold out show. | didn't even bother to score a chick. | just went to 
my hotel and called it a night. A post card was delivered to me at the front desk. | took it and looked at the 
picture on the front. The picture was of the Grand Canyon. There was nothing written on it except "Happy 
Birthday". | would know that handwriting anywhere. It was Izzy. | had seen songs scrolled out in this writing on 


pizza boxes for years. 


The following day was Axl's 30th birthday. Another post card showed up saying only "Happy Birthday." Axl cried 
as his fingers traced the words. It was from Izzy. He stared at the picture on the front all day. It was Big 
Bend Texas. Was Izzy really in these places? 


On April 8th we all received a post card. This time it was Izzy's 30th birthday. here was nothing written on 
the post card. On the front was just a picture of some city. Axl tells us it's Lafayette. Had Izzy gone home? 


Axl always said that Izzy hated Indiana. | never really heard him say too much about it really. However it was 


hard to believe that Izzy, a millionaire, would fucking go to his home town and send us a postcards from there. 


In May Gilby broke his hand We were right in the middle of a European leg off the tour. There was no way we 
could get n on spot replacement. None of our guitar techs were capable. Axl knew we had but one fucking 


chance. Izzy. 
He called and begged and cried and offered Izzy a lot of cash to come fill in for five shows. Izzy reluctantly 
accepted. Axl was thrilled and | was too. Izzy was coming back. | think that maybe Axl planned to try to get 
him to stay. 


As we were on the plane | could see Axl writing in front of me. Luckily he writes big enough that | can make 


out his words. | think it's to Izzy. | see the words, "If you come back would you like to see me?" 


When Izzy's plane arrived Axl and | picked him up in a limo. There were no hugs. There were no | missed you 


guys. There is no how's it been chit chat. There isn't even a smile. He simply nods and gets into the limo with 


us. 


| break the silence because the Vodka in me won't let me remain quiet. "So what's been up Iz? Where you 


been?" 
He just looks out the limo window. "Traveling." 
Axl gives out a soft sigh and looks the other way out of the opposite window. The air could not be more tense. 


| wasn't sure how the next five gigs were gonna be with all of us barely able to speak to one another. We 


were all nervous and tense, but none so as much as poor Izzy. 


The Jungle 


The Jungle 
Izzy's POV 


| had the worst fucking case of jet lag. Usually being on stage made it go away. But when | walked out on that 
stage and heard my name being screamed from thousands of lungs, | just felt numb. This wasn't the home 


coming theses fans have hoped for. This wasn't my job now. Now | was reduced to a substitute. 


Don't get me wrong, | like and respect Gilby. He's a great rhythm guitarist. But | knew these fans wanted to 
see me instead. | hope that with time that will fade. It's still somewhat new for the fans, it's only been six 


months. 


Its really hard to be around the guys now. They're so loaded all the time. | feel like we have nothing in 
common any more. We don't even have the music any more. | thought things would be different when | got 


here. But it hasn't changed. 


Axl's still taking a pill for every occasion. Dexedrine for shows. Valium to come down at night. And Mandrex and 


Seconal for shits and giggles. He drinks with them sometimes. It doesn't help with his mood swings. 


Slash is in horrible shape. 10% of the time he's smacked out. In interviews he's pretty quiet when he used to 
never shut up. Before shows he shoots up coke to wake him up. And his drinking is at an all time high. His 
tongue is just as black as a Jack Daniels label. 


And Duff fucking looks horrible. He has what the doctors say is toxic bloat. They say that his pancreas is 
twice the size it should be. If it gets cantalope sized that's it, game over. Apparently Duff was drunk the day 
the doctor told him. He hasn't slowed his drinking one bit. In fact | think he's drinking more than he was before 
| left. | feel a little guilty for that. 


| was wrong for having sex with him. | still can't believe | did. Nor can | believe | went on a four day heroin 
binge. | guess | allowed the weaker side of me to take over. | was married My wife had left, but by law | was 


still legally bound to her. 


| flew to Sweden for a few days after | left the guys. | had no clue where else to go. She pulled an Axl on my 
ass to get me to stay married to her. That's right, she threatened to tell the world When we got married we 
had no prenupt..so you know what that means. It means if | leave her she gets half of everything. Half of 
everything | had worked and sacrificed for. So | did what anyone would do, | stayed married to her. 


But it was over between us. | bought her a house in Sweden and myself one back home in Indiana. | just tried 
to pretend | was never Izzy Stradlin. | went back to my home town, my home town friends, and my old home 


town life. It wasn't easy. People treated me like the rich rock star. 


"Hey Izzy," A voice interrupts me from my thoughts. 

| look up to see Gilby smiling at me, his hand in a cast. 

"Hey," | nod and begin wrapping my fingers in white tape. 

| really thank you for coming and filling in for me. | know its gotta be weird." 

"It's not so bad," | shrug. 

‘It's really crazy around here. | see why you left" 

‘It was for more reasons than the obvious," | slightly reply. "But I'm glad they chose you." 
"My wife fucking hates it that | joined the band," he shrugs. 

"Mine hates it that | quit the band,” | sigh. 


"Women," Gilby sighs. "While you're here you think you could go over the songs with me. Slash doesn't know 
your parts at all and Duff.he drinks so much that.” 


"Sure," | cut him off, just to shut him up, "no problem." 


The Best Intentions 


The Best Intentions 

Izzy was like a ghost that first day back. It was Slash's idea for us to drag him out for some Parisian hookers 
since he was essentially single. It took a lot of coaxing but in the end he gave in. | think it was more to just 
shut us up. Or maybe he knew we would get wasted and he could quietly slip away. 

We found a strip club and made ourselves at home by the stage. We were throwing back shots quicker than 
they could pour them. Izzy sat with one rum and coke nursing it. He watched the girls but he didn't seem to 
be having much fun. He turned down the offer of many lap dances and private dances. 

Axl and | both made spectacles of ourselves flexing our heterosexual muscles. Izzy must have killed a pack of 
smokes in two hours flat. He eventually excused himself to the bathroom. | wait for everyone to be occupied 


and followed him. 


He was standing at a urinal when | walked in He glanced at me with a dull expression and focused on the wall. 


He didn't utter a single word. 

‘Its good to have you back again," | say walking over to take a piss myself. 

"Im not back, l'm just filling in," he says shaking off his dick. 

"But haven't you thought about coming back?" | ask and do the same. 

"You know | can't," he sighs and crosses over to a mirror. 

| slowly walk up behind him and look at his reflection with him. "Ive really missed you." 

He turns to face me and seems uncomfortable to have me so close to him. He parts his lips to speak when 
Gilby rushes in with a hand over his mouth. He goes straight to a stall and falls to his knees. We hear him 
starting to puke. 

Izzy sighs and looks down. "You should probably check on your new guitarist.” 


| shrug, "He's fine.,just new still." 


Izzy nods. "| should really get back to my hotel. If the press catches me here they'll just print it and Anika will 
find out" 


"| thought you were separated." 


"We are technically. But | can't give her the grounds to divorce me on you know?" 
We hear Gilby dry heaving from the toilet 

"How do you occupy yourself" | ask him referring to sex. 

"Well" he sighs, "lets just say that my guitar playing callouses have been replaced by a new kind” 
| chuckle. "You can have anybody you want and you would rather jack off?" 

"Its not a preference really just what I've obligated myself to do. 


| take a step closer to him. | see his hands grip the counter top and back into it as far as he can. He can't look 


at me. He instead focuses on the pad lock around my neck. 


| really gotta go..please make my excuses to the guys. And if Axl asks..you don't know where | am." He glances 


to the bathroom stalls. "You too Gilby,” he calls out to him. 
Gilby gasps ok and starts to dry heave again. 


"Why so tense lz?" | ask him. 


Always Some Drama 


Always Some Drama 


| followed Izzy out of the bathroom. He rushed out of there like someone lit a fuse under his ass. He's making 
his way through a sea of pussy towards the door. But for some reason he stops. | look and see him looking 
over to the guys at our table. 


Axl's holding Slash by his shirt and jerking and shaking him. Slash is basically limp. His eyes shake like his 
shoulders do. He's nicely sedated by smack | look back to Izzy. He seems to be deciding if he should go over or 
just leave. Something makes him turn toward the table. | follow. 


Izzy touches Axls shoulder. "What's going on?" 


"This motherfucker," Axl hisses, "sitting here fucking nodding and drooling! There's fucking press hiding all over 
this place and he want's to show his ass in public! Fucking goddamn junkie!" 


"lll take him to the hotel, | was just leaving anyway," Izzy calmly says. 


Axl looks over his shoulder at Izzy and gives him an eerie look. "You're not going anywhere. Tonight was 
supposed to be for you. This son of a bitch isn’t going to ruin it!" He jerks Slash some more. Slash is in no 
condition to defend himself. He doesn't give a shit what Axl's doing. 


‘Its late.l'm tired," Izzy says as he starts to bite at his cuticle around his thumb. 
"Come on lz, don't run away. You've been gone six months." Axl sighs just looking to him with pleading eyes. 


Then somebody sprinkles fairy dust on Slash or something. He lets out a throaty laugh and looks at Izzy. "You 
know he's just trying to fuck you tonight? Right?" 


Axl's head snaps back to Slash. He shoves him hard and Slash falls from his seat to the floor. He just laughs 
with drunken sedation. "Oh my bad..was that a secret?" 


"You stupid junkie piece of shit," Axl shakes his head at him. "Fuck you," He snaps and kicks him in the leg 
pretty hard. 


Slash slowly begins trying to get up. Izzy extends his hand out to help him. "You know what Axl? You've been 
nothing but a cunt bitch since Izzy left, not that you weren't before. You think none of us have noticed how 
you pant after him like a fucking dog in heat? You want him so fucking bad it's making you miserable. It's 

making him miserable. All of us are fucking miserable! You know what Izzy? | wish you would fuck him! | wish 


you would fuck him so good he's floating on some perma-high!" 


"Come on Slash, you're fucked up," Izzy says with that cool calm Izzy demeanor. He tries to stabilize him on his 


wobbly legs. 


Slash jerks away from Izzy and staggers. "You know what's fucked up? Youl That's what! None of us know what 
the fuck to do with your raving lunatic hick from Indiana! And you just walk the fuck away! Just leave all this 
fucking destruction.a completely broken up singer..a love sick bassist..And everything is all fucking fucked up 
because you're gone! | don't know what the fuck you did to those two," he motions to me and Axl, "but they're 
goddamn hooked! Junkies, just like me! Junkies for your fucking junk! | don't fucking get it! Why does every 
fucking body want to be stradlin’ Stradlin?!" 


Izzy turns up his cool a notch. "Slash You don't know what you're saying.” 

"Oh yes the fuck | do!" He retorts. "| used to sit back and fucking watch both of those two drool over you. Axl 
always watching you fucking make out with chicks! Wishing he was one of them! Duff always fucking stalking 
your every goddamn move! Are you that blind?! And l'n not fucking deaf! | fucking went to your hotel the night 
you fucking fucked Duff!" 

"Please keep your voice down," Izzy says struggling to hold his cool. 

"Why?! You don't want anyone to know you fucked both of them?! We know! We ALL fucking know!" 


"Slash," Izzy says through gritting teeth, "shut your goddamn mouth." 


Slash steps up to him. "Why don't you open yours and blow me. Everyone else has seemed to have the 


pleasure." 


Ok That's the end of Izzy's cool. He shoves Slash back and swings at him. | can tell he's not trying to hurt him. 
I've seen him hit Axl twice as hard. Slash gives a sinister laugh as he cups his jaw and just looks at Izzy. 


"Oh you must want that huh? You fucking faggot. | never thought you could fucking play anyway you pussy 


ass has been" 


Izzy comes unhinged like a fucking grizzly bear. He throws all his weight onto Slash and they hit the ground 


with Izzy swinging so fast you barely see him move at all. | give it a second and decide to step in 
'Iz.stop," | say. 


Izzy does and sits up on his knees breathing hard. He glances at the blood on his hand. He stands up and 


completely vanishes in 2.2 seconds. 


Shattered 


Author's Notes: 

| really appreciate all of you that are liking this fic. | just read it myself. It is fucking sad. On one hand your 
heart bleeds for Izzy because its all so hard for him. Then you have poor Duff stuck in the middle of all this 
drama. And then we have Axl, the scorned lover who wants and needs nothing but Izzy. Sadly | think you all 
know how this fic has to end. And an ending must come soon Too bad | haven't come up the ending yet though. 


Shattered 

Axis POV 

Duff was about to go after Izzy. | stop him in his tracks and instead make him take Slash back to the hotel. 
l'm going after Izzy. | step out of the strip club and into the dark Paris night. | can't see Izzy anywhere. The 
limo is gone. | quickly go to a pay phone and dial the driver. 

| get him to tell me where he's taking Izzy. He's on his way to the Eiffle Tower. So | hail a taxi and follow. The 
limo is there when | get there. The driver points to the top. | wait an eternity for the elevator and take it to 
the top. 

When the doors open step out looking both ways. Then | see him, leaning his elbows on the railing and staring 
out at the city lights. A small trail of wispy smoke rolls from the end of a cigarette in his hand. | slowly walk 
over to him. He never turns to look at me, but he know’s I'm there. 

"Is he ok?" his voice softly asks me as he inhales from the cigarette between his fingers. 

| take my place next to him and lean on the railing as he is. | stare out at the view. "He'll be fine.” 

Izzy nods. "I'm leaving tomorrow night after the show." 

Hee 

"The deal was for five shows until Gilby's hand gets better. Tomorrow is the fifth show." 
"I know..but | was hoping you'd stay..hang out. I've missed you. We all have." 


he cuts a glare over at me. "Yeah, so Slash says." 


"Izzy when you left you didn't just leave the band. You left everyone of us. Its been like losing a family 


member to death. We mourn you. It's just not the same with you gone." | explain 


Izzy tosses his cigarette. "Then find a way to just let me go.just the same as if | was dead" His eyes slowly 


peer down to the ground. 


‘|. can't. You're the most constant thing that has ever been in my life. | don't remember life before you. 
You've been my partner in crime on everything. This band, drugs, chicks, late night parties, practical jokes, bar 
room brawls, jail, lawsuits, overdoses, marriages, divorces..you were always right here. How can | do anything 
without you there?" | feel tears working up in my eyes. You were always there to tell me to shut up, to get 
off my ass, stop being paranoid, encouraging me, listening to me cry, talking me down from insanity..how do | do 


it now? Who's gonna tell me when I'm being a dictating prick?" 


Izzy just stares out into the city. | see a tear roll down his cheek. "| can't stay just to make you happy." He 
turns and looks at me without even bothering to wipe his tears. "Can't you see how hard this was for me too? 
All of my friends have been self destructing right in my face. Everyone's fighting. Everyone is fucking trashed 
all the time. Fucking groupies won't take no for an answer. My best friend is in love with me. Duff, another 
friend, claims to love me. My wife turns out to be the lying gold digger you said she was. My only true fucking 


friend right now is Treader." 
"What about me?" 


Izzy wipes away his tears and stares back down to the ground. "Axl..your friendship has been about me keeping 
a secret. About me doing as you want so you don't open your spiteful mouth and tell the world that when we 
were boys we got it on.daily. Our friendship turned into blackmail 14 years ago. It's been about you 


manipulative power over me. You call it love. | call it dominance. | call it Stockholm syndrome." 
"Stockholm syndrome?" 

"Yeah..when the prisoner submits..brainwashed." 

"So you think | brainwashed you?" | smirk 


"No," he says calmly and quietly, "I know you did..Axl you have no idea how cold and cruel you can be. No clue 
how every moment | spent with you fucking hurt. | should have put a stop to your madness years ago..but 
you fucking got in my brain. You made me feel like you were the poor victim. You made me feel like if | didn't 


stick around you'd..you'd kill yourself or something.” 


| lightly take his arms and turn him to face me. "That's because you know | would have. You know your voice 


is the only voice of reason I've ever been able to fucking hear." 


He softly shakes his head. "I can't be your savior anymore. What do | get out of it? Zero's missing from pay 
checks? Being tortured by the sight of drugs? Worrying about waking up and finding someone dead? Living in 
some three ringed circus with a psychotic ring master? At some point | have to stop letting it always be 


about you or the fucking band. | need someone too Axl. Someone to tell me when I'm being stupid. When l'm 


being a dick. But it can't be you anymore. Life can't go on like this for us. | can't keep up. I'm tired. I'm spent. 


I'm beat. | give up." 
"How How did it ever get like this? | thought we were best friends." 


"Well Axl.you decided to Use Your Illusions on this one." He shrugs. "I've been your dog. Your dog that licks 
your hand and wags his tail to make you happy. That sits when you tell him. That fetches. That attacks on 
your command. All the while wanting to turn on his master. To bite his fucking hand. To break free from his 
chain and run off in the night. But master always waved fucking treats in the dogs face. Controlled him with a 
pat on the head. Pulled the leash tight. I'm done being your fucking dog. I've aged. I've gone lame. Just put me 
down. Its the humane thing to do. It's the one thing I'm begging you to do." 


He takes a step forward to me. He wraps his arms around me in a warm embracing hug. He holds me a 
moment as | stifle sobs into his neck. He pulls back slightly and looks at me. Looks deeply into my soul. His eyes 
reach right into me and shake me. With the softest touch of his lips imaginable he kisses my forehead. Then 
those eyes look at me again. His eyes look so old Like they had seen too much. 


"Please set me free?" he says with a lonely tear rolling down his nose. 


No Goodbyes 


No Goodbyes 


With the dawn came this chill in the air. | was still up from the night before having to play nurse maid to 
Slash. All the fuck | could think about was Izzy. Tonight was Izzy's last scheduled gig. What would happen after? 
Would he stay? 


| can't tell you how badly | just wish Axl could sweep him off his feet and swoon him in to staying, ditch Gilby 
to the curb, and pick back up where shit left off. If Axl succeeded then | would get to keep Izzy near. Yeah, | 
hoped Axl got to him. 


Axl showed up sometime while we were rehearsing around noon. He looked like a man who had seen better 
days. His face was very blank. Almost as blank as Izzy's. Izzy just sat there on his amp and never looked up 
from his guitar. Slash was playing around on his bike and not practicing at all. Gilby stood close to Izzy keeping 
a watchful eye on his hands at all times learning how he played. He was his replacement after all. 


That night | could hear Axl choke back tears as he introduced Izzy as he came up to perform l4 years. Izzy 
threw a casual head nod to the crowd and just went directly into the song. When he sang | could sort of hear 


the disappointment in his voice. 


The final song was Paradise City. We bowed to the crowd. The stage lights went down. | turn to look for Izzy 
but he's gone. He doesn't return to his hotel. He doesn't say a singe word. Not one solitary goodbye. He just 


fucking vanishes like smoke from a Marlboro. 


| felt that after seven fucking years of being in the same band that he would at least tell us goodbye. Didn't 
we at least warrant that? But apparently not. Izzy was gone and | couldn't shake the feeling that it would be a 
really really long time before | ever saw him again. That is if | ever did No one knows how to disappear off the 


fucking radar like Izzy Stradlin 


Get Wells 


Get Well's 


Time lingered on. The days turned to weeks. The months became years. Nothing changed with the band. 
Everything was still falling apart. Slash and | both started side projects because we knew GNR was dying. Or 


fame was unprecidented, but our skills were crippled 


We had to put out a record to honor our contract, so we did some cover tunes. Of course the fans bought it, 


but it just wasn't us anymore. 

We had everything we could want. Life was our playground. But eventually you run out of shit to cross off 
your bucket list. When you reach that point you just stay fucked up | guess. Being fucked up is at least 
consistent with the way you've lived your entire life, right? 

But we seldomly think of the concenquences. All those little hints that life gives us, overdoses, cirrosis, 
strokes, coma's, deviated septums, and disease, we tend to ignore them. Just the same as we ignore the 


doctors who tell us we have to stop. | didn't listen to the doctors. | hadn't even cared. 


Then | woke up in the worst pain imaginable. My mom is at my side crying. Tubes and shit are running out of 


me. And I'm longing for death because nothing can help the pain i'm in. They tell me my pancreas ruptured. 


Apparently whatever is in it basically leaked out and | have second degree burns inside my fucking body. You 
can't even describe this pain 


l'm in the hospital for a while. To be honest | lose track of the time. One morning | awake to a figure sitting 
down on the edge of the bed next to me. If it wasn't for that damn paper boy hat | wouldn't know who it was. 


Izzy looked so much different than the last time | had seen him. His hair wasn't evem sticking out from under 
his hat. | could only see sideburns, dark brown, maybe black. Skin that had been the color of milk was more 
olive. And a smile. A smile I'm not too sure | have ever seen before. 

"How ya doing Duff?" He asks me. 


| smirk, "Forced into sobriety." 


"Sucks, don't it?" He smiles back. The smile he carries now seems genuine. He no longer seems to be weighted 


down with this strain. Izzy seemed happy. 
"Where you been Iz?" | ask him. 


"Traveling." 


"You still married?" | question. 


"Legally, yes. But we haven't spoken in like over three years. She would just hit me up for alimony if | divorce 
her..so I'm squandering my fortune. When | go broke I'll divorce her. She can't get half of nothing, right?" 


| smile, "Sounds like you have it all worked out then" 


He shrugs, "What about you man? You gonna be ok after all this? You gonna be able to tour sober? Cuz I'll be 


the first to tell you how fucking hard it is..especially if everybody else is all fucked up around you." 
"| dunno, ya know?" 

He just nods and glances down at his hands. "How is the band?" 

"Fucking unraveling,” | sigh. 

"How's Axl?" He softly asks. 

| just shrug, "Fucking Axl." 

He nods. "Maybe you'd like to get together sometime with me and record some shit" 


| smile big, "That would be great lz. | can't tell you how bad | miss playing with you. Gilby's great and all, but 
that..that chemistry isn’t there." 


Eyes eyes uncomfortably cut at me. 
‘lm not hitting on you," | clarify. "I'm over all that.” 


He nods. "Here's my number," he says extending a piece of folder paper out to me. "I'm gonna go and let you 


get your rest! 
"You dont have to go" 

"No. should" He nods, "lm just not ready to run into Axl, you know?" 
| nod understandingly. "Well.dontt be a stranger lz" 


He points a finger at me and winks. "Promise." 


And just like that.he's gone. 


But he kept his promise. We are friends. We get together and collaborate a lot. Izzy was at my wedding when | 


married Susan. He even dropped by with gifts when both my daughters were born. To this day both my kids 
love it when Izzy comes over, it means they'll get shit. And Iz is a great shopper, believe it or not. And me.. 
just glad to be able to call him a friend. 


And | must give it to him for always thinking ahead like he does. Eventually he got his divorce from Anika He 
hired a private investigator to follow her around and catch her cheating. And she was caught. Izzy had his 
grounds for divorce and never had to pay her a dime. | think he was as happy that day as he was the day we 


were signed. 


Always 

Always 

Axl's POV 2001 

"Hello." | answer the phone. 

"H," the voice on the other end says. My heart drops to the ground. "H's me, Izzy." 

"Iz.wow.hi" | nervously say. "I wasn't ever expecting to hear your voice again.its almost been.fuck.l0 years” 
"Yeah," he answers. 

"So how have you been? And where?" 


"Everywhere..m living down in Baja right now. Life's good..yeah." He replies. There's a chipperness in his voice | 


hadn't heard since we were kids. 

"You've been doing the solo thing again huh?" 

"Yeah..but | just sound like the stones," he sighs. 

‘No..you sound like Izzy.just like Izzy. You've really come into your own voice." 

"Thanks," | hear him say, sort of surprised to hear me say it | guess. "So you're still touring huh?" 
"Now and then, yeah..the new guys just run circles around my ass." 

"Well Ax, they're still kids with stars in their eyes." 

"Yeah..and l'm not." 

"Whats this? Axl Rose no longer cares about fame?" He smirks. 


"Not the way | did ten years ago," | sigh. | wonder how Izzy even got my number. Why would he call after so 


many years? "It's really nice to hear your voice again" 
"Yeah..maybe we could meet up some time. Maybe eat? Jam a little." 


"You sure?" | uneasily ask. "| mean you and me..it's..we..” 


| never said | didn’t love you Ax," he sighs, "just that | don't love you enough to still have sex. | love you, | do. 
Please know | do." 


lll never be able to stop loving you Iz.but maybe.maybe | could learn that my hands have to be off limits 


from you." 

"That would be good," he softly chuckles in my ear. ".So maybe we can talk again soon" 
"I'd like that" | say softly. 

"Yeah, me too.l've missed you." 

"Yeah, me too." 

"You think you might ever wanna get on a stage with me again?" | ask. 

It would be great.sure." 

"Maybe you could play some gest spots sometime?" 


"Anytime." 


Friendship 
Friendship 


Izzy's POV 


2006. Here | stand before thousands on a stage. I'm doing a few dates with Axl and his new GNR. His guitarists 
are young and ambitious. The seem awestruck by me. They watch my playing like a hawk. | guess they do want 
to see the person who wrote the riffs in action. But I've always played to compliment the lead guitarist. My 
style is loose. It changes a bit each time | play a song. | don't go by set notes. | go by the vibe set by the 
band. 


It's good to spend time with Ax again. Still after all these years, He's still the best friend I've ever had. He just 
knows me so well, and | him. No matter how many years go by or how many miles separate us. I'm glad the 
bridge between us is no longer gapped. | love jamming with him. It's just like old times. Like when we were kids 
in my bedroom in Lafayette. But | guess the fans remind us otherwise. Thousands of them, all so happy to see 
the two of us together on a stage. There was a time when not even | thought a moment like this would ever 
happen again. It was too bad Slash and Axl couldn't make amends. It would be nice to stand on a stage with 


them all again someday. 


Things were really great with all the guys again. | got together with all of them from time to time to record 
material. Slash and Duff were family men now and nothing like they used to be. The dope was gone from 
everyone's lives and it was somewhat normal. | feel like | grew up with these guys, like Axl. We had all been 
through so much together. We were kids who had become men. Sometimes it's really funny to see Duff doing 
homework and Slash getting dressed to go to a school play. Sometimes it really bummed me out that | would 
never know fatherhood. Those two made it look so wonderful. At least | wasn't alone. Axl has never had 


children either. 


"IZZY IZZY IZZY!" The fans chant my name. Its a rush | haven't felt in a long time. A rush stronger than any 
other drug in the world. The fact that I'm enjoying it rattles that old buried junkie inside of me. They hadn't 

forgotten me. And now | feel their respect for me. They would never forget me. | can't explain how flattered 
that made me feel. | spent so long feeling as a has been. Now | know, to the fans, | never was going to be 


forgotten. 


God it's been a crazy life for some kid from Indiana. Living on the streets, dealing drugs, doing drugs, 
overdoses, friends dying, the band turmoil, being on top of the world, making millions, leaving the band, the 
fans, Duff, Axl.But you know what, | have no regrets, nor would | dream of changing a thing. My mistakes have 
taught me so much. Now the bad times are over. And now | see I've been blessed in this life. | will be forever 


grateful for that. 


the end 


